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EDWARD and ELEONORA. 


PE EDGE TT ES. e TY 


ROYAL HIGHNESS. 


Princeſs of Wales. 


II I take the liberty, once more, to 
crave the protection of your RovA!. 
Hiohxkss, for another Tragedy of my 
writing, it is becauſe I am led, almoſt 
unavoidably, to it, by my ſubject. In 
the character of ELzonoga I have endea- 
voured to repreſent, however faintly, a 

B 2 Paix- 


iv er 


Pzrncess diſtinguiſhed for all the virtues 
that render greatneſs amiable. I have 
aimed, particularly, to do juſtice to her 
inviolable affection and generous tender- 
neſs for a Prince, who was the darling 


of a great and free people. 


Their deſcendants, even now, will own, 
with pleaſure, how properly this addreſs is 
made to your Royar Hicaness, I am, 


with the profoundeſt reſpect, 


Manran, 
Your RoyaAL H1GHNESs'S 
Moſt humble, and 


miſt devoted Servant, 


JAMES THOMSON. 


* 


P R OL O U E. 


By a FRIEND. 


JT" former Times, when fierce religious rage, 
And priefly fevay chend each fuſering age, 

All manly wit, all uſeful Jearning lay 
In darkneſs loft, nor Bep' d geturning day. ora ad 4h 
Religion then was flain'd by cruel deeds ; _ 2 Tit 121 
And free-born Reaſon ftoop'd to craft and Prat | | 
But happier aue !—And tho) to-night avs frow 
What fatal ills from blind devotion flow, 
"Tis not that we ſuch rage renew'd can fear, 
Or dread the hand of perſecution here— 
Our ſcene would wide humanity impart ; 
Would breathe extenſive candoar thro' the heart; 
Show true religion even to error kind, 
And claim the perfe freedom of the mind. 

If too the poet paints a noble firife 
'T wixt the fond huſband and the generous vi; 
F all the father in his voice complains, 
And all the mother in her tender rains; 
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6 PROLOGUE. 


If theſe beft paſſions prompt the pleaſing woe, 

Indulge it freely=———— Nature bids it fleas : 

Where parent Nature leads, you cannot ſtray ; 

And what fhe wills, 'tis virtue to obey. | 
Fond of Br1Tannia's fame, and juſt io Vo u, 


He bids old Engliſh honour live anew, 

- And calls your great firſt EvwarD up to view, 
But if his line tos weak, his ftroke tos faint, 
The graceful figure, in full light, to paint 3 
In candid part his honeſt meaning take, 

And ſpare the pert for the here's ſala. 


| | EPILOGUE, 


E FI L O&S U 


By a FRIEND. 


Who «wrote this play —a fimple foul, I find— 
Believes with all his heart, there vas a wwift, 
Who needs would die—to ſave a huſband's life ! 
He in the printed chronicles hut read it + 
And true it is—Sir Richard Baker /aid it. 

Why awhbat an 4ſt theſt books do make a man P 
Read nature—then believe it—you who can. 

Look round this town—the queſtion is not—whether 
Spouſe dies for houſe but who will live together & 
| Of old, they ſay, a huſband was a lover : 

But, thank our flars ! thoſe fooliſh days are over * 
To ſuch ſubſtantial prudence are we come, 

Me wed not heart to heart—but plumb to plumb. 
What ſenſe ? quhat beauty are not now the things t 
But cas he futthe—up to what ſhe brings ? 

Tir in this eaſy, all. forgiving age, 
Bear with ſuch moral fooleries—on the flage. 
Perhaps too, there may be ſome gentle ſoul, 

Ibo rather likes to weep —than win a wolt 3 

Who thinks that there are charms in generous love, 
And would to Edward Eleonora prove. 
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The Perſons repreſented. 


Epwarp, Prince of England, Mr. Delane. / 
EarL of chi, . Z Mr. Rgfco. 
TrzaLD, Archdeacon of Liege, 7 Mr. Robert. 
Seu, clas of vl.. 1 Me. Ae q 
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Will no longer doubt. Tis plain my fri- 
bat with our little band N 
" By all allies-all weſtern /powers;doferted;; + i 
All but the, noble knights chat gward' tb a; . 
The flower of Furofe and of chriſtian vage 


Nought can de done, noaght warthy of our cauſe, 
B. 5 Worthy 


10 EDWARD and 


Worthy, of England”s heir, and of the name 

Of Lien-bearted Richard ; whoſe renown, 

After almolt a century elaps'd, + as | 
Shakes through its wide extent this denn world 
What elſe could bend the Saracen to peace, 
Who might, with better policy, refuſe 

To grantiit it ud? yes, to the prince of. 

I will accord the peace he has demanded: 
And tho' my troops, impatient, wait the ſignal 
To ftorm yon walls, yet will I not expoſe, 
In vain attempts, valour that ſhould be ſav'd 
For better days, and for the public welfare. 
Raſh fruitleſs war, from anton glory wag'd, 
Is only ſplendid murder—What ſays, Theald 7 

_ Approves my reverend father of my purpoſe-? 


— —_—— Gd ——— ———j—ͤ— 22 * 


Tus aT b. 
Edward, :Nufrious heir of Wm 
1 mut indeed be blinded with the rel! 
Of this our holy cauſe, to think your arms, 
Thad all-forſaken; thus betray'd, ſufficient 
To reach the grandeur of your firſt defign. 
And, from the yoke of infidels, to free 
4 I be ſacred city, object af aur vows ; 
I. +/Verithig, methinks, this Jaffe might be ſeiz u: 
| That ſtill were ſomething. an. auſpiciaus amen | 
1 Of ſatare conguoſt—But,, unſcild in war. 
9 To pos, ene. 
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E LE ONO RA. 1 
Ewan. 
Speak, Glefter, your advice, 
Before I fix my lateſt reſolution. 
_ GuosrTER, 


You know, my lord, I never was a friend 
To this cruſado. My unchang'd advice 
Is ſtrenuous fill for peace. Nor this, I urge;. - 
From our deſerted arms, and cauſe betray'd,. 
But from the ſtate of our unhappy country, 
Behold her, Edward, with a filial eye, 
And ſay, is this a time for theſe adventures? 
Behold her then with deep commotion ſhook,. 
Beneath a falſe deluſive face of quiet: 
Behold her bleeding yet from civil war, 
Exhauſted, ſunk; drain'd by ten thouſand arts 
Of lawleſs impoſition, prieſtly fraud, 
1talian leeches, and inſatiate Rome. 
That never rag'd before with ſuch grofs inſult, 
With ſuch abandon'd avarice. Beſides, 
Who knows what evil counſellors, again, | 
Are gather'd round the throne ! In times like theſeg 
Diſturb'd, and lowring with unſettled freedom, 
One ſtep to lawleſs power, one bold attempt 
Renew'd, the leaſt infringement of our chat, 
Would in the giddy nation raiſe a tempeſſ. 
Return, my prince. You have already ſay'd 
Your father from his foes, from haughty Lair: 
Now fave him from his miniſters; from thoſe 
Who hold * captive in the work of chaĩs - 

A 6 Dine 50 
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EpwarD. 
You, Glaſter, Jav'd us both. 
Gros ren. 1 
I did my duty; 


"LA while I join'd with Leiſter, did my duty— 
I hope I did—He, who contends for freedom, 
Can ne'er be juſtly deem'd his ſovereign's foe: 
No, *tis the wretch that tempts him to ſubvert u, 
The ſoothing ſlave, the traitor in the boſom, 
Who beſt deſerves that name; he is a worm 
That eats out all the happineſs of kingdoms. | 
Edward, return; loſe not a day, an hour, | 
Before this city. Tho' your cauſe be holy, © | 
Believe me, 'tis a much more pious office, | 
To ſaye your father's old and broken years, 
His mild and eaſy temper, from the ſnares 
Of low corrupt inſinuating traitors: n 
A nobler office far ! on the firm baſe £441 
Of well-proportion'd liberty, to. build '- 
8 The common quiet, happineſs and glory, 
8 Of king and people, England's riſing grandeur. 
We To you, my prince, this taſk, of right, e. 14 
| Has not the royal heir a juſter claim 


5 
. 


iff To ſhare his-father's inmoſt heart and cofinfbla.. 17 
| Than aliens to:his-int'reſt, thoſe, who I b. 
tl A property, a market of his honour ? ; 4 1138 
; One reaſon more allow me to ſaggeſt N * 

| For peace, immediate peace- would ede enen 
10 © e, e oppreſs us; 

RY } A 45800 

| : 


A chance to which our weakneſs ſtands expos'd : 

What, Edward, of thy princeſs would become, 

Thy Eleonora ; ſhe, whoſe tender love 

Thro' ſtormy ſeas, and in fierce camps attends thee ? 

What of thy blooming, offspring? charg'd with theſe, 

To give our courage ſcope were cruel raſhneſs, 
EpwarD. 

Enough, my lord, I ſtand reſolv'd on peace; 

And will to England ſtrait. —But where, — 

Where ſhall we cover our inglorious heads; 

When gay with hope the people round us preſs 

To hear by what exploits we have ſuſtain d 

The fame of Richard, and of Englifs valour ? 

Shall I, my generous country, I be rank'd 

With thoſe weak princes, who conſume thy wealth, 

And fink thy name in idle expeditions ? 

| Perfidious Francm ] he his the ryling point 

Of my whole life and paſhon of my ſoul, 

To humble thegy proud vation !—Meantime, Glefter,, 

See that the captive princeſs be rotor d. 

Daraxa, to the ſultan of this city, 

Whoſe bride ſhe We wage Woe war with women. 
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Ep wann, THEzALD, GLosTER, an Officer 
belonging to the Prince. | 


On71can | 
One from the prince of Jaffe, Sir, demands 
Vour ſecret ear on ſome important meſſage. 
Epwakp. 14411 
Conduct him to my ten. [Officer goes gu. 
| He brings, Ae, 
The ſultan's laſt inſtructions far this 


# . 


Here wait : I may your faithful cou: TY 


: * 
2 4 
* 


SCENE m. 
| Tutazy, Ofen. | 


Th EALD. 
Whatever woes, of late,” have clouded England ; 
Yet muſt I, Glaffer, call that nation happy, 
On whoſe horizon ſmiles a dawning prince 
Of Edward's worth and virtues, 


GLOSTER, 
True, my friend; 


- Edward has great, has amiable virtues, 


Nhat virtue chiefly which-befits a prince: 
| . Hs 


., 


ELEONORA 15 


He loves the people he muſt ane day rule; 
With fondneſs loves them, with a noble pride; 
Eſteems their good, eſisems their glory His, 
One inſtance it becomes me to recount, 
That ſhows the genuine greatneſs of his ſauj; 
Tho' I have met him in the bloody held, 
He fighting for his father, | for ſreedom 3 
Yet bears bis boſom no remaining grudge 
Of thoſe diſtracted times: to me his heart 
Is greatly reconcil'd-- Virtue | beyond 
The little unforgiving ſoul of eyrants ! 
Now will I tell thee, Th-a/4, whenee I floop- 

To wear the gaudy chains of court-attendance, 
At theſe grey years; that ſhould in calm retirement 
Paſs the ſoft evening of a bufiling liſe, 
And plume my parting ſoul for better world, 
Amidf his many virtues, youthful Edward 
Is lofty, warm, and abſolute of temper; 
I therefore ſeek to moderate his heat, 
To guide his fiery virtues that, miſled 

By dazzling power and flattering fycophants, 
Might finiſh what his father's weaker meaſures 


Have try'd in vain, And hence I here attend hi, 


In expeditions which t ne er approv'd, 

In holy wars—yonr pardon, reverend father 
I muſt declare | think ſuch wars the fru 
Of idle courage or miſtaken acal, 


Sometimes of pagiue and religious rage, 


To 


16 E D W AR D a 
To every miſchief prompt. 


Tua T b. 


You wrong, my lord, 

You wrong them much. To ſet this matter only 
Upon a civil footing : ſay, what right 
Had robbers ruſbing from Arabian deſarts, 
Fierce as the ſuns that kindled up their rage, 
Thus, in a barbarous torrent, to bear down. 
All Ala, Afric, and profane their altars? 
And to repel brute force by force is juſt. 
Nay, does not even our duty, int'reſt, glory, 
The common hohour'of the chriſtian name, 
Require us to repreſs their wild ambition, | 

That labours weſtward ſtill, and threatens Eurepe ? 


| GLosTER, 7 


Yes, when they burſt their limits, let us check them: 
And with a firmer hand than thoſe looſe thriftians, 
The moſt cbrrupt and abject of mankind; 

Slaves, doubly ſlaves, who ſuffer'd' thefe Arabians, 
In virtue their ſuperiors as in valour, 

Without refiſtance to o'er-run the world. 

By rage and zeal, tis true; their empire roſe : 
But now ſome ſettled ages of poſſeſſion + 

Create a right, than which, I fear, few nations 
Can thew a better. Sure I am *tis madneſs, 
Inhuman madneſs, thus, from half the world, 
To drain its blood and treaſure, to neglect 
Each art of peace, each care of government; 


* . 


b 
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E LEON ORA. up 
And all for what? By ſpreading deſolation, 
Rapine and {laughter o'ep;{the other half, 
To gain a conqueſt we can never hold. 

I venerate this land. Thoſe ſacred hills, 

Thoſe vales, thoſe cities, trod by ſaints and prophets, 
By Gov himſelf, the ſcenes of heavenly wonders, 
Inſpire me with a certain awfal joy. 
But the ſame Gov, my friend, pervades, n , 
Surrounds, and fille this univerſal frame ; 
And every land where. ſpreads his vital Sie | 
His all-egliyening breath, to me 1s holy, 

Excuſe me, Theald, ifT go too far: 

I meant alone to ſay, I think theſe wars 
A kind of perſecution. And when that, 
That moſt abſurd arid Eruel of all VICes,, ,., 
Is onte begun, whete ſhall it'Gnd an end? 
Each in his turn, or has or claims a right 
To witld'its dagger, to return its furiesz _ 
Ang, frft or left, they fall upon ourſelves. 
* EdwanD, Bebind the Scenes, 
nhoman villaln 1 1s thy meſſage murder ? 
ALA, VOTREADD.' 
Haf me youu the prince exclaiming murder ? 


2244 La \.3\GLOSTER; 
Should this barbarian meſſenger— + 
* 17 7 {Moving toward! 1 the 3 
1a Sf bib! I. is fo! | 
Nel ns 7— seng vm 331 16 21 0 
Lon. dag 
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SCENE IV. 


Tazatn, GLOSTER ; to them prince EDWARD 
wounded in the NO an 


| - Ewan. | 
Deteſted in! 1 ht bo the prince of Fafa . | 
Send baſe aſfaſſins to tranſaJ his treaties ? 
There—take thy anſwer, ruſſian | 
[Srabs bin with the dagger be had wreſfied from him, 
Blow too r 
I ſhould have ſav's. thee for a fitter death, , 
—_— TT 
I would haye triqmph'd, chriſtian, in thy 
For know, thou vile deſtroyer of the faithful! 
That tho' my erring dagger miſi d thy hearts. 
Yet has it fir d thy veins with mortal pajſon, 
Whoſe very ef 1s death—ALLaH be prais'd 41 
O glorious fate ! Prophet, receive. my ſoul}. [Dia, 


Ebwand, after @ foort panſe. 
Why gaze you. with amazement en esch other? 
eee 
99. t: Mie d l al 
6 STER, 
oF Hal Thie! did he ſay ? 

Then is ai once my prince and country lot! 
O fatal n 

a THEALD 


ks +. Y* + 


ELEON ORA. 19 


TusgaLn. 
Quick. my lord. 
Retire and have it dreſt, without delay; 
Ere the fell poiſon can diffuſo its rage, 
and deeply taint your blood. 
EDwarn, | 
- The,prince(s comes | 
O ſave me from her tenderneſs! 


* 


- . * 
. 
3 
— A ac. Aft. . ent dts. A Mad 
- 
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SCENE v. 


Eowann, Tuzats; enn z to them the 


princeſe ELtoNoRA. | 


ELzoxnonaA. 8 
_ My atop if 


ren me -- Oh! 
. Epwand. 
She faints—My 1— 
Look up, and bleſs me with thy gentle eyes !— 
The colour comes, her cheeks reſume their beauty,. 
And all her charms revive Hence, ſpurn that carcaſs: 
A ſight too ſhocking for my Eltonora, 
ELB80NORA, 
And lives my Edward, lives my deareſt lord, 
From this aſfaſſin fav'd—Alas! you bleed! | 
By Enwatn 


" * . — 
+. % my *% 
— — — —— ————— —— — — 


b hold Due, the fall car bride. 


% EDWARD and 


Epwatn. 
TTis nought, my lovely princeſs —4 flight wound 
ELEONORA. 


But, ah! methought, I entering heard of poiſon, 
Tainting «the blood—What !' was the dagger poi- 


ſon'd ? — 
Ha! filent all ? will none relieve my fears — 
SGrosr z. 


Madam, reſtrain your tenderneſs a moment 


The prince delays too long Let him retire. 
Meanwhile, the troubled camp ſhall be my care; 
Leſt the baſe foe ſhould make a ſudden ſally, 
— * our troops are ſtunn'd with this * 
314 Ep wax. 1 151 
I thank * nobie Glefter. Nor, e 
Support my troops; go, rouſe them to revenge 3 
Tell them their injur'd prince will try their love, 
Their valour ſoon And you, my friend, good Theald, 
Attend the princeſs—- Chear thee, Zleonera,! / 10 
I cannot, will not, leave thee long, to vex : 
Thy tender ſonl with aggravated fears. 
| 'THhrALD. ; 


” ## & 
: 
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SCENE VI. 


Ex.z080RA, THEALD, Danata, w 


DNK 
Princeſs of Zagland, let me ſhare thy grief. 

Whence flow theſe tears ? and what this wild alarm, 
This noiſe of murder and aſſaſſination 8 
F 

Alas! the prince is wounded by OY At 

And with a poiſon'd dagger, as FRE -- 

Yet none will eaſe me of this racking. thought— 

Nay, tell me, Teal, ſince to know the worſt _ 

Is oft a kind of miſerable comfort; ; 

What has befal'n the prince? For this light wound 

Could never thus o 'ercalt the brave with terror. 
Tur. 


dare not, princeſs, dally with your fate. A 


An impious villain, from the ſultan Selim, 
Pretended to the prince a ſecret meſſage, . 


Abend the peace in trat, Dreading nought, 2 
He left us here, and to his tent retir' d, 3 


"Sg 4 - ":% # 


There to receive this execrable envoy. 
Strait with the prince alone, the fierce allaſſin 
Attempted on his life; but, in his arm, 


He took, it ſeems, the blow, and from the villain 5 


Wreſting the dagger, plung'd it to his heart. 
.»] n ben This 


— 
*. 


| 
q 
9 
* 
q 
F 
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This laſt we ſaw, aud heard the inhuman bigotz 
Who deem'd himſelf a martyr in their cauſe, *© 
Boaſt, as he dy'd, the prince's wound was oe 
- ErxonoRra. 
Then all 1 fear'd is true then am I wretched, 
m—_— even hope 
DarAXA. | 
A villain from the ſultan !- | 

| E.toxora, 
Ah the diſtracting thought! And is my life! 
My love ! my £dward / on the brink of fate! 
Of fate that may this moment ſnatch him from me! 

| DAxAxA. 
What ! Selim ſend aſſaſſins ? and beneath - 
A name ſo ſacred ? Selim, whoſe renown 
Is incenſe breathing o'er the ſweeten'd eaſt; 
For each humane, each generous virtue fam d 1 
Selim 7 the rock of faith ! and ſun'ofhonour ! 
ELZ0xX0rA, | 

O complicatod woe! The chriſtian cauſe 
Has now no more a patron, and reftorer ; 1 
England no more a prince, in whom ſhe placed, 
Her glory, her delight, her only hope; 
Theſe deſolated troops no more a chief "F$ 
No more a huſband, a protector, I, 
A friend, a lover! and my helpleſs children 
No more a father 


ei,, ion 


\ 
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If in this whirlwind of revolving paſſions, 

That ſnatch my ſoul by turns, 1 have forgot 

To pay the tribute which T 'owe thy ſorrows — 

But I myfelf, alas! am more unhappy ! 
FIT ton. 

What woes cun equal mine? who loſe, chus vilely, 

The beſt ! A lovelieſt of mankind !— 


Dazaxa. 
You only kk ths man you love, but I, 
O inſupportable! muſt learn to dr,, 
To ſcorn what once was all my pride and tranſport ! 
Should Edvard die by this accurſed crime, 
(Which Heaven forbid) he dies admir'd, belov 'd, 
In the fall bloom of fame and ſpotleſs honour. 
To you, the daoghter of illuſtrious grief, 
Your tears remain, and ſadly-{weet reflection; 
You with his image, with bl yirtues, ſtill, 
Amidſt the penfive gloom, may converſe hold: 
While I—Ak ! nothing meters my blaſted fight 
But a black view of itifattiy and horror! 
What is the T6fs of life to loſe of virtue! 
And yet how can this heavenly ſpark be loſt } | 
No! virtue burts with an immortal fame. 
He is bely'd—fome villaio has abus'd him. 

- TazaLD, * 
I honour, Madam, this your virtuous grief: 
But that the ſultan did employ th aſſaſſin 
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By which he,gain'd admittancgege. 
| { Giving her the letter the prince had *. 
DaRAx a. 1) 549 91g * 
: * Ha rn 
His hand! his ſeal!—From my;deteſting heart, 
J tear him thus for ever !—Periſh, Selim / 
Periſh the feeble wretch, who more bewails him! 
That were to ſhare his guilt !—Unhappy princeſs [ 
Now let me turn my ſoul to thy e 
There is a cure, tis true 


| Eizoxora, | 


A cure, Daraze * | 


8 

te? 4 

* * 
Ui. 


. X rr 


O ſay, what cure ? 
| Dar Axa. 
No; it avails not, Madam „ 
None can be found to riſque it. * I, 
Ero. 3 5 
None to men it? 
Quick el me what 1 it is, my dear Daraxa. 
DaraAxA, 
To find ſome perſon, that, with friendly lip, 
May draw,the poiſon forth; at,. leaſt, its rage 
And mortal ſpirit. This vin bring the wound , | 
Within the power of art: but certain een, * 
Attends the generous deed, 
ELEZONORA, lining. 5 
Then hear me, Heaven! 
Prime e of love! Ve ſaints and angels, hear me! 


I here devote me for the beſt of men, 
6 i Of 


1 
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Of princes and of huſbands, On thls croſs | 
I ſeal the cordial vow : confirm it Heaven ! 
And grant me courage in the hour of trial ! 
| __ TazatD, 

O tenderneſs unequal'd ! 8 

Dax Axa. 

— Glorious princeſs ! 

ELRONOAA. 

Go, Theald, quickly find the earl of Gloſter, 
And with him break this matter to the prince. 
As for the perſon, leave that taſk to me. 
I with Daraxe will your call attend; 
O all ye powers of love, your influence lend. 


b End of the Firſt 48. 
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ACT h. SCENE I. 


GrosTER, Tur Alp. | 


» 


GroerEs. 
O, Theald, no; he never will n 
I know him well; he ne'er will purchaſe liſe, 
At ſuch a rate : beſides, in aid of love, 


His generous pride would come, and deem it baſeneſs, . 

THEALD, [ 
Then is yon ſun his laſt. The blackning wound y 
Begins already to confeſs the poiſon —— A 


Meantime, my lord, both friendſhip and our Yuty 

Demand, at leaſt, the trial. Well I know, 

That, poiſe his life with hers, he would as nothing 

Eſteem his own: but ſure the life of thouſands, 

The mingled cauſe at once of heaven and earth, 

Should o'er the beſt the deareſt life prevail. 
GLOSTER, 

Alas! my friend, you reaſon, Edward hoes, 

How weak the head contending with the heart! 

Yet be the trial made — Behold he comes. 


SCENE 


ſs, 


ELEONORA 7 
SCENE II. 


EDwaRD, GLosTER, THEALD, 


EpwarD, entering, 


O thou bright ſun ! now haſt 'ning to thoſe climes, 
That parent-iſle, which I no more ſhall ſee 


And for whoſe welfare oft my youthful heart 


Has vainly form'd ſo many a fond deſign ; 
O thither bear, reſplendent-orb of day, 
To that dear ſpot of earth, my laſt farewel ! | 
And oh ! eternal Providence, whoſe courſe; \ 
Amidſt the various maze of life, is fix d | | 
By boundleſs wiſdom, and by boundleſs love, | 
| follow thee, with reſignation, hope, 
With confidence and joy ; for thou art good, 
And of thy riſing goodneſs is no end! 
Well met, my deareſt friends{—It was too true, 
The villain's threatning, and I nearly touch” 
That awful hour which every man muſt prove; 
Yet every man till ſhifts at diſtance fram him. 
Come then, and let us fill the ſpace between 
Theſe laſt important moments, whence we take 
Our lateſt tincture for eternity, | 
With ſolemn converſe and exalting friendſhip— 
Nay Teal Glofler — wound me not with tears 
With tears that fall o'er venerable cheeks ! 
C 2 What 


23 EDWARD ard 


What could the princeſs more?— Ah! there, indeed, 

At every thought of her, I feel a weight, 

A dreadful weight of tenderneſs, that ſhakes 

My firmeſt reſolution-—Where is ſhe ? 

| THErALD. 

She burns with fond impatience to attend you, 

EpwarD. 

And how, brave Glefter, did you leave the camp! 
GLosTER, 

The camp, Sir, is ſecure : each ſoldier there 

From indignation draws new force and ſpirit, 

O 'tis a glorious, an affecting fight ! 

Thoſe furrow'd cheeks that never knew before 

The dew of tears, now in a copious ſhower 

Are bath'd, Around your tent they, anxious, crowd, 

Rank over rank: ſome prefling for a look 

Some ſadly muſing, with dejected eye; T 

Some, on their knees, preferring vows to heaven 

And, with extended arm, ſome breathing vengeance, 

« Baſe Saracens, they cry, perfidious cowards ! 

% But blood ſhall waſh out b J. poor atone- 

ment, 

« Did 12 whole bleeding city fall a victim!“ 
EpwarD. 

Alas, that to repay their faithful love 

I cannot live !—Yet moderate their zeal ; 

And let the ſword of juſtice only ſtrike 

The faithleſs Selim, and his guilty council, 

My new-departed ſpirit, juſt eſcap'd 

From the low fev'riſh paſſions of this life, 
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Would grieve to ſee the blood of innocence | 
With that of guilt confounded, ſtain my tomb. 
THEALD, 
Permit me, Sir, the hope, that you yourſelf —— 
I ſpeak it on juſt cauſe— may live to puniſh | 
This breach of all the ſacred rights of men. 
Eowarp. 
Why will you turn my thoughts, from earth enlarg'd, 
To ſoft enſeebling views of life again? 
THeALD. 
Not to a vain deſire of life, my lord, 
] would recal them; but inſpire each hope, 
Adviſe each poſſibility to ſave it, G 
And there | is yet a remedy, | 
Epwar. 
Delufion ! 
 TREALD» E 
The fair Arabian princeſs mention'd one. | 
Ewan. | l 
She one - Daraxa /—ſomething to complete | 
Her lover's crime. \ 
Tura p. 
Vou could not wrong her thus, 
Had you beheld the tempeſt of her ſoul, 
Her grief, her rage, confuſion, when ſhe heard | 
Of Selim's baſeneſs ; bad you ſeen that honour, : 
That glorious fire which darted from her eyes; \ 
Till in a flood of virtuous forrow ſank 
She almoſt equal'd Fleonora's tears, l 
C 3 Toward 
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30 EDWARD and 
Epwakb. 
What as it ſhe propos'd ? 
THEALD. 
| It was, my lord, 
To find ſome perſon, who, with friendly lip, 
Might draw the deadly fpirit——— 
EDWARD, 
; I have heard 
Of ſuch a cure; but is it not, good Theald, 
An action fatal to the kind performer ? 
THEALD, 


* 


Yes, ſarely fatal. 
g Ebwaap. 
Name it then no more. 
1 mould deſpiſe the paltry life it purchas'd, 
Beſides, what mortal can diſpoſe ſo raſhly , 
Of his own life ? Talk not of low condition, 
And of my public rank: when life or death 
Becomes the queſtion, all diſtinctions vaniſh 3 
Then the firſt monarch and the loweſt ſlave 
On the ſame level ſtand, in this hy = 
Of equal Nature all, 
TreanlD, 

Allow me, Sir, 
If *tis a certain, an eftabliſh'd duty, 
Than duty more, the height of human virtue, 
To ſacrifice a tranſitory bk. | 
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For that kind ſource. from whence. it is deriv'd, | 
And all its guarded joys, our deareſt country ; 
It may be juſtly facrific'd for thoſe 
On whom depends the welfare of the public. 
And. there is one, my lord, who ſtands devoted, 
By ſolemn and irrevocable vows, 
To die for YOu. | 
„ x1; EDWARD» | 
To die for me!—Kind Nature 
Thanks to thy forming hand, I can myſelf, 
Chearful, ſuſtain to pay this debt I owe thee, 
Withoyt the borrow'd ſufferings of another. 
No, Thegld, urge this argument no more. 
] love not life to that degree, to purchaſe, 
By :he ſure death of ſome brave guiltleſs friend, 
A few uncertain days, that often riſe, 
Like this, ſerene and gay, when, with ſwift wing, 
A moment wraps them ia diſaſtrous fate. 
GLovTER, /. 
Did we confule to ſave your ſingle liſe, 
Was that the preſent queſtion, thy refuſal 
Were juſt, were generous, But, my lord, this perſon, 
Who ftands for you devoted, ſhould, in that, 
Be deem'd devoted for the chriſtian cauſe, 
The common cauſe of Eurepe and thy countfy ; - 
Dies for the brave companions, of thy fortune, 
Who weeping now around thy tent conjure thee” 
To live for them, and gs promis'd glory. 


© ſave our country, Edward / fave a nation, x1 


C4 The 
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The choſen land, the laſt retreat of freedom, 

f midſt a world enſlay'd !—Caft back thy view, 

And trace from fartheſt times her old renown. 

Think of the blood that, to'maintain her rights, 

And guard ker ſheltering laws, has flow'd in battle, 

Or on the patriot's ſcaffold. Think what cares, 

What vigilance, what toils, what bright contention; 

In councils, camps, and well-diſputed ſenates, 

It coft our generons anceſtors, to raiſe 

A matchleſs plan of freedom: whence we ſhine, 
Even in the jealous eye of hoſtile nations, | 

The happieſt of mankind. —Then ſee all this, 

This virtue, wiſdom, toil and blood of ages, 

Tehold it ready to be loſt for ever. 5 

In this important, this deciſive hour, MG. 

Cn thee, and thee alone, our weeping country 

Turns her diftreſsfu} eye; to thee ſbe ealls, 

And with a helpleſs parent's piercing voice. 
« Wilt thou not live for. her? for her ſubdue _ 

A graceful pride, I own, but ſtill a pride, 

That more becomes thy courage and thy youth - // , 

Than birth and public ſtation ? Nay, for her, 

Say, wouldſt thou not reſign the deareſt paſſions? 


Epwano. | 
O, there is nothing, which for thee, my country, 
I, in my proper perfon, could not fuffer! 
But thus to ſculk behind another's life, 
"Tis what I have not courage to ſupport, 
It makes a kind of coward of me, Glofer. 


2 a Ig 
— * i = — — "2 An 
— > "== = © <2 - _— — * - 
— — In — — — = N ” = * 


— — 


= 


WP 


= 


- — - 
— . — 
— — 


— — 


? 


/ 


, 


ELEONORA 33 
But let me ſee this friend, whoſe generous virtue - 
Fxceeds what even my favourable thoughts 
Had imag'd in the ſelfiſh. race of man. 

The purpoſe claims the merit of the deed; 

And ere | die I-muſt requite his friendſhip. 
Conduct him hither, Thi. 1 


K IR 


. ——— 


EpwarD, Grosrzx. 


EpwarD.. 

Ab, my Gleſer, 
You have not touch'd on. ſomething that here pleads 
For longer life, beyond the force of reaſon, 
Perhaps too powerful pleads—my Eltonora / 
To the, my friend, I will not be aſham'd. 
Even to avow my love in all its fondneſs. 
For oh there ſhines in this my dearer ſelf.! 
This partner of my ſoul! ſuch a mild light: 
Of careleſs charms; of unaffected beauty, 


duch more than: beauty, ſuch-endearing govdneſs,. - 


That when I meet her eye, where cordial faith, 
And every gentle virtue mix their luſtre, - 

I feel a tranſport that partakes-of anguiſh | 
How ſhall I then behold her, on the poiut 


To leave her, Cle, in a diſtant land 2 \ 
Cs, : For 
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For ever in a ſtormy world to leave her ? 
There is'no miſery to'be fear'd like that 


Which from our greateſt happineſs proceeds! 


SCENE I, 


EpwarD, GLosTER, THEALD preſenting the 
princeſs ELEONOR A as the perſon he went to 
bring, DARAXA. 


EpwarD, 
O Heaven what do I ſee I am betray'd !— 
[ Furning away 
 ELlzonora. 
T award WEED ESD 
Epwan d. 
O, tis too muck ! O ſpare me, Nature! 
FL Er OKOR A, 
Not look upon me, Edward ? 
EpDwarD. 
Eleonora 7 
How on this dreadful errand canſt thou come; 
 EutonoRa, 
1 me knee 
Ewan d. 


Why kneel you, beſt of women! 
You ne'er offended, ne'er in thought offended ! 
Thou art all truth, and love, and ange goodneſs! 

L | Why 
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Why do you kneel ? O riſe, my Eleonora /. . 
ELEZONORA,, 
Let me . my vow,: 
 EpwarD.. 
O never! never! 
\  EuBonora,.' 

Let me preſerve a life, in which is wrapt 
The life of thouſands,. dearer than my own | - 


Live thou, and let me die for thee, my Edward ! | 
EpwarD.. ti, 


For me. - thy words are daggers to my foul, 


And wouldſt thou have me then thus meanly ſare 


A deſpicable life-? a life expos'd 

To that worſt torment, to my own contempt:! 
A life ſtill haunted by the cruel image, 

Of thy laſt pangs, thy agonizing throws, 

The dire convulſions of theſe tender limbs; 
And all for one O infamy !—for one. 

Buy love, by duty bound, each manly tie, 
Even by a peaſant's honour to protect thee ?- 
Yet this, tho“ ſtrong, invincible, is nought 
To what my wounded tenderneſs could urge 


Againſt thy dire requeſt—But ſhould Fate demand. | 


The life we love, then, then, we muſt exert: 
The greateſt act of human reſignation, 


We muſt ſubmit. But wouldſt thou have me, laps. 


Doom thee myſelf ? with voluntary choice, 
Nay, by a barbarous crime, untimely ſnatch. 
This worſt of ills ? Would Eleonora make me 
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Of all mankind the moſt completely wretched ? 


ELzOnORA, 

Plead not the voice of honour. Well I know, 

There is no danger, pain, no form of death, 
Thou wouldſ not meet with tranſport to protect me 
But I, alas! an unimportant weman, 
Whoſe only boaſt and merit is to love thee ; 
Ah, what am I, with nameleſs numbers weigh'd ? 
With myriads yet unborn ? AH ranks, all ages, 
All arts, all virtues, all a ſtate comprizes ? 
Theſe have a higher claim to thy protection. 
Live then for them. O make a generous effort { 
What none but heroes can, bid the ſoft paſions - 
The private loop. to thoſe: that graſp the public, 
Live to poſſeſs the pleaſure of a God, F 
To bleſs a people truſted to thy care. 
Live to fulfl thy long eareer of glory, 
But juſt begun, To die for thee be mine: _. 
I ne'er can find a brighter, happier fate: 
And fate will come at laſt, inglorious fate! 
O grudge me not, a portion of thy fame ! 
1 _ in love, O raiſe me to thy 1 

| Ewa. 


In vain is alt thy eloquence. The more- | 
Thou wouldſt perſuade, I with encreafing horrors. 
Hy from thy purpoſe. 


EL. EONON A. 
Doſt os love me, Edward #' | 


- 


EDwarD, 


, 
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_EpwarD. 
Oh !—If I love thee ?—Witneſs heaven and carth! - 
Angel of death that hover round me, witneſs ! | 
Witneſs theſe blinded eyes, theſe trembling arms, 
This heart that beats unutterable fondneſs, 
To what an agony I love thee —— 

- Eusonora. 
Ther 
Thou ſure wilt ſave me from the worſt of pains, 
 Epwannd. 

O that I could from all engroſs thy ſufferings.! 
Pain felt for thee were pleaſure ! 

ELs0NORA. 

- Hear me, Edward; 
bed te rick wh, no light of pon 
I ſpeak my naked heart. To die, I own, - 
Is a dread paſſage, terrible to Nature, 
Chiefly to thoſe who have, like me, been happy.— 
But to ſurvive thee—©O, tis greatly worſe? 
"Tis a continuał death ! I cannot bear 
The very thougltit—O leave me not behind thee? 
 Epwanrd. 
dince nought can alter my determin'd breaſt, 
Wiy-defbthie Shruanep a nega 
\ Euxonora. - 

Ah! ſelfiſh that thou art! with: thee the toil, 
The tedious toil of life will ſoon be oer; 
Thou ſoon wilt hide thee in the quiet grave: 
While I, a lonely widow, with my, orphans,. 


Am 
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Am left defenceleſs to a troubled world, | 
A falſe, ungrateful, and injurious world! — | 
Oh ! if thou lov'ſt me, Edward, I conjure thess, > | 
By that celeſtial flame which blends our ſouls ! 

By all a father, all a mother feels 1 Ar 

By every holy tenderneſs, I charge thee ! T 

Live to protect the pledges of aur love, 


Our children |— | 
Z DUw av. 
EL ZOWSo aa. 0 
* Our young; our bebrs— = 
EDWAAD. 
| Chl— 
-Ditrafion!—Let ne bo 15 1 
" Einoxora. nh 
. Nay, drag me with bee 


To the kind tomb Thou canſtnot leave our ee 

Expos'd, by being thine, beyond the loweſt! 

Surrounded, with the pexils. of a throne ++ 

- EDWARD». | 
Cruel l no more embitter thus our laſt t. 
Our parting moments! Set no more the terror 
Of theſe beſt paſſions in array againſt me! 

For by that Power, I ſwear, Father of life! 

Whoſe univerſal love embraces all 

hat breathes this ample air; whoſe per ſect wiſdbm 

Brings light from darkneſs, and from evil good; 
1 J f To 


To whom I recommend thee, and my children: 
By him I ſwear! I never will ſubmit 
To what thy horrid tenderneſs propoſes k 

| a 
My lord—— 1 
Eowan v. 
Oh !—theſe emotions are too much 
I feel a heavy languor ſteal upon me: | 
The working poiſon clogs the ſprings of life. 
Conduct me to my couch—Ah ! Elonora / 
If we ne'er meet again—This one embrace— 
Yet fink not to deſpaix—Heaven may preſerve me 
By means ſuperior to all human hope. 

ELZOxOAA. 

I will "my cannot | quit thee * 
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' S$CEMNE V. 


ELZONORA, DAx Ax x. 


Daraxa. 
Princeſs, ſtay. 
Think not the hand of death is yet upon him, 
Reſiſtleſs ſleep will firſt oppreſs his ſenſes, 
Before the laſt convulſive pangs come on 
For ſo the numming poiſon oft begins 
To ſpread its dark malignity, —— 


ELZ0noRkaA-s 
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ELZOXORA. . 
..  Hal-Sleep?— | 
Then is the time — Thanks to inſpiring Heavens! 
| But come, and ere the venom fink too deep, 
Swift. let me ſeize the favouring hour of ſleep... 


; The Ead of ihe Second AB. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 


j J 
Gros r ER. 8. 
Miracle of love! O wond'rous princeſs ! 
'Tis ſuch as thou, who keep the gentle flame, 
That animates ſociety, alive, 
Who make the dwellings of mankind delightful. 
What is vain life? an idle flight of days, 
A ſtill-delufive round of fickly joys, | 
A ſcene of little cares and trifling paſſions, 
If not ennobled by ſuch deeds of virtue? 
And yet this matchleſs virtue! what avails it ? 
Th' afiting angel has forſook the prince, 
And now pours out his terrors on the princeſs. 
Forſook him, faid I No; be muſt omen 
To keener evils than the body knows, | x 
Which minds alone, s minds can feel. 
O Virtue ! Virtue! as thy; joys excel, 
So are thy woes tranſcendent ; the grofs world 
Knows ndt the bliſs or miſery of either— | 
The prince forſakes his couch—He feems e 
In health —Ah, ſhort benen gleam of vs Au 
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Iavifible, and by unthought-of ways, 
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SCENE II. 
EDWARD, GLOSTER, 


EpwarD, advancing from his couch. 


Hail to the freſher earth and brighter day ! 

1 feel me lighten d of the mortal load 

That lay upon my ſpirits. This kind op? 
Has ſhed a balmy quiet thro' my veins. 
Whence this amazing change 7—— 

But be my firſt chief care, Author of good 
To bend my ſoul in gratitude to hee! 
Thou, when blind mortals wander thro' the FEY 
Of comfortleſs deſpair, with timely band, 


7 31 


Thus ee forth 1ato.thy light . 188 


0 \ GLOSTER.* | ic) if Jene, 
How ** my lord, the-prince ? fs elite 14! 24 11 
EDUwWw and. 
To health rear 
Only a kind of laſſitude remains, 


A not unpleaſing weakneſs hangs upon Des. work 

Like the ſoft wembling of the eng deep,. 

After a ſtorm. | W en Eh. Sel ol 
— | 


Father of health be prais'd ! 
Lowa. 
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EDWARD. 

The moment that I ſunk upon my couch, 
A ſick and troubled lumber fell upon me; 
Chaos of gloomy unconnected thought! 
That, in black eddy whirl'd, made ſleep more dreadful 
Than the worſt waking pang. While thus I toſy'd, 
Ready to bid farewel to ſuffering clay, 
Methought an angel came and touch'd my wound. 
At this the parting gloom clear'd up apace ; 
My ſlumbers ſoften'd ; and, with health, return'd 
Serenity of mind, and order'd thought, 
And fair ideas gladdening all the ſoul. 
Aerial muſic too, by fancy heard, 
Sooth'd my late pangs and harmoniz'd my breaſt. 
'Thro' ſhades of bliſs I walk'd, where heavenly forms 
Sung to their Iutes my Elconora's love - 
But where is ſhe ? the glory of her ſex ! 


O dearer, juftly dearer, far than ever! 


Quick, let me find her, pour into her boſom 

My full full ſou}, with tenderneſs o'&rcharg'd, 

With glad ſurpriſe, with gratitude and wonder, —- 
Ha! why this ſilence? this dejected look ? 

You caſt a drooping eye upon the ground, 

Where is the princeſs * 


Grosrtn. | 
She, my lord, ee. A 
_ Epwaro. 8 
Repoſes No !—lt is not likely, Ch, 
BY E That 
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That ſhe would yield her weeping eyes to ſleep, 
While I lay there in agonies—away ! 
I am too feeble then to know the truth. 
Say, 1 is ſhe well? 

GrosTrr, | 

Now ſhow thy courage, Edward — 

EvDwarD. | | 
O all my faces! I ſhall ſtart out to N 
What !—white I ſlept? 

GrosTrR, 

Yes — 


EWA p. 

Miſery ! dittraQion ! g 
My peace, my honour is betray'd for erer! 
O love] O ſhame! O murder'd Ekonera / 


s CEN E III. 


| Gros rez. 
Unhappy prince! go find thy Ekonore, - 
And in heart-eaſing grief exhale thy paſſion: 
All other comfort, now, were to talk down 
The winds and raging ſeas. But yonder comes 


Th A abian princeſs, From her tears I learn 


Bus moving Aue _ 
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SCENE IV. 


GLosTER, DARAXA, a Meſſenger from SELIM, 
attending at ſome diflance. 


DaraxaA, 
| O] *tis too much! 
I can * more ſupport it. | 

GLoOSTER, 

GBenerous mourner, 
How is it with the princeſs Blhonora ? 

DarxaAxa. 
struck by the poiſon on her couch ſhe lies, 
A roſe ſoft-drooping in Sabean vales, 
Beneath the fiery dog-ſtar's noxious rage. 
O chriſtian chief, | never ſhall forget 
The ſcene theſe melting eyes have juſt beheld, 
With mingled tears of tenderneſs and wonder, 
- , GuosTER, 
How was it, Madam 

Das Ax 
When this pride of women, 

This beſt of wives, which in his radiant courſe 
The ſun beholds, when firſt ſhe, fickening, felt 
Th' imperious ſummons of approaching fate, 
All rob'd in ſpotleſs white ſhe ſought the altar; 
And, proſtrate there, for her departing ſoul, - 
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The prince her huſband, and her orphan-children, 
Implor'd th' Eternal Mind, —As yet ſhe held 

Her ſwelling tears, and in her boſom kept 

Her ſighs repreſs'd : nor did the near ren 
Of the pale king of terrors dim her beauty; 

No, rather adding to her charms, it breath'd 

A certain mournful ſweetneſs thro? her features. 
But as th' increaſing bane more deſperate grew, 
Wild to her bed ſhe ruſh'd, and then, indeed, 

The lovely fountains of hex eyes were open d, 
Then flow'd her tears. Connubial bed, ſhe cry'd, 


« Chaſte witneſs of my tenderneſs for him, 
« To ſave whoſe life I unrepining die 


% In bloom of youth, farewel!—Thou malt, perhaps, 


« Receive a fairer, a more happy bride; 

© But never a more faithful, never one 

© Who loves her huſband with a fonder paſſion.” 
Here flow'd her tears afreſh ; with burning lip 
She preſs'd the humid couch, and wept again, 

At laſt, while weary ſorrow paus'd; ſhe roſe, 
And, fearing leſt immediate death might ſeize her, 
Demanded to be led to ſee the prince; 
But fear of chaſing from his eyes, too ſoon, | 
Ihe ſalutary fleep that heal'd His pangs, * 


Reſtrain'd her trembling footſteps, On her couch, 
Abandon'd to deſpair, ſhe ſunk anew, 

And for her children call'd. Her children came, 
A while, ſupported on her arm, ſhe ey'd them, 


With tears purſuing tears a*down her cheek, 
With 


CA 
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With all the ſpeechleſs miſery of woe 
I ſee her ſtill-O God !—the powerful i image 
Diſſolves me into tears! g 
5 "Groen, 5 
Madam, proceed. 
Such tears are virtue, and excel the joys 
Of wanton pride. 
| DAA. | 
| Then, ſtarting up, ſhe went 
To ſnatch them to-a-mother's laſt embrace 
When ftrait reflecting that the piercing poiſon 
Might taint their tender years, ſhe-ſudden ſhrunk 
Wich horror back ! O wretched Cen / 
„(She weeping cry'd) and muſt I then not taſte 
„The poor remaining comfort of the dying. 
To ſee a huſband, claſp my deareſt children, 
{© And mix my parting ſoul with theirs I love!“ 
Her ſad attendants, that till then had mourn'd 
In ſilent ſorrow all, at This, gave way 
To loud laments—She rais'd her languid eye, 
And-cafting on them round a gracious ſmile, 
To each by name ſhe call'd, even to the loweſt, 
To each extended mild her friendly hand, 
Gave, and, by turns, receiv'd a laſt farewel; 
Such is the dreadful ſcene from which I come. 
GLoOSTER. "og 
How heighten'd now with Edward's mingled woes! 
Why are my lingering years reſpry'd for this ? © 
Dairtaxa, 


% 
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Daa AxA. 
Come nearer, you, the meſſenger of Selim, 
And bear him back this anſwer—His chief aim, 
He ſays, in ſtooping to ſolicit peace, | 
Was from the chains of infidels to fave me. 
What ! was it then to reſcue me he ſent, 
Beneath an all-rever'd and ſacred name, 
Beneath the ſhelter of his hand and ſeal, 
A murdering wretch, a ſacrilegious bigot, | 
To ſtab at once the gallant prince of England, ] 
And public faith? nay, with a poiſon'd dagger 
(Such his inhuman cowardice) to ſtab him? | 
So well, 'tis true, he judg'd ; the chriſtian prince 
Had now been mingled with the harmleſs,dead ; 
If his bright princeſs, glorious Elionora, : 
| Had not redeem'd his dearer life with hers, * 
| You heard in what extremity ſhe-hes, - 
Go, tell the tyrant then—O heaven and earth 1 
O vanity of virtue ! that Daraxa 


Should e'er to Selim ſend ſo fell a meſſage ? 
I will ſuppreſs its bitterneſs—Yet tell-him, | 8 
This crime has plac'd eternal bars between us. Y 
See my laſt tear to love=—— Frabias wilds © © 
Shall bury midſt their rocks the loſt * 1 
Away! 5 5 1 
Gros r ER. | 
.* Behold, they bear this way the princeſs, 7 
Once more to taſte the ſweetneſs of the ſun, B 
Ere yet to mortal light ſhe bid farewel. U 
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Gtosrzx, Dartaxa, THEALD, EpwarD, 


ELE0NORA' borne in by her n . 


couch. 


ki sbweng; wigs: 
A little, on, a little further os, 
Bear me, my friends, into the cooling air. 
O chearful ſug! O vital light of dag! 

EDwWathe 
That ſun is witneſs of our matchleſs woes, 
ls witneſs of our innocenge——-Alas! 
What have we done to merit this diſaſter ? 
| ELAU NOAA. 

O earth! O genial rogſs | er. 


Of Albion's iſle | which I no more ſhall ſee!—— 


| Ebwand. 
Nay, yield not to thy weakneſs, Eltenera i 
Suſtain thyſelf a little, nor deſert me! 
Th' all-ruling Goodng(s may relieve us ſtill. 
Fx. 
Edward! L. tremble! terror ſeiags on me! 
Thro' the rent veil of yon ſurrounding fy, 
I had a glimpſe, I ſaw th eterual world. 
They call, they urge me hence Ves, | obey. 
But O forgive we, Heaven] if tie with paig, 
With agonies, I tear my ſoul from bas! 


Vox. IV. D EpwARD, 
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l Y Lone. oa. a... = 


EDWa nov. 
Heavens ! what I'fuffer!—How thy plaintive voice 
Shoots 4 thro* my ſoul ! 

Af aa! . Eueonoga., .. - 
ae ; oy Power onſeon— 
thy band, my e! power unſcen 
Is dragging me away O yet a little, 

A little, ſpare me —Ah ! how ſhall I leave 

My are hrs friends, my huſband and my children! 
| EDW Ad vv. 

Unhappy friends ! O greatly wretehed huſband! 

And O poor careleſs orphans, who not . 


The depth of your misfortune ! 
ELEON0R a, W 
Lay me down; 
Soft, lay me down—my powers are all diſſoly'd— 
A little forward bend me— Oh! [EY 
'__  'Epward, | cl 
Oh Heav'n ! 


How that ſoft frame is torn with cruel pangs! ' 
Pangs a from me | | 
ELTON A. n 
"Tis thence they borrow eaſe— 
My children O my children] you no more 
Have now a mother; now, alas! no more 
Have you, a mother, O my hapleſs children ! 


EpwarD. | — 
What do T hear! What deſolating words F 
Are theſe ? more bitter than a ae deaths? 2 


2 Death 


EL EON ORA. 


Death to my ſoul! Call up thy failing ſpirit, 
and leave me not to miſery and ruin ! | 
ELtonoRra. 
dward, I feel an interval of eaſe : 
and, ere I die, have ſomething to impart 
bat will relieve my ſufferings. 

- EpwarD:; 


Speak thy defire : I live but to fulfil it, 

| ELZOVo A. 

Thou ſeeſt in what a hopeleſs ſtate J lie, 

who this morning roſe in pride of youth, 
ligh-blooming, promis'd many happy rel 
die for thee, I ſelf-devoted die. 

Think not, from this, that I repent my vow ; 
Dr that, with little vanity, I boaſt it: 

Jo; what I did from unrepenting love 


o pain, no weak remiſſion of its ardour. 
\nd what, alas! what was it but the dictate 
f honour and of duty ? nay, twas ſelfiſh, 
['o fave me from unſufferable pain, 


Dne is for thee, leſt thou diſturb my grave 


e ſtill are in a kind Creator's hand; 


his parting, Edward, muſt have come at laſt, 


Speak, my ſoul ! 


chearful did, from love that knows no fear, * 


ternal Goodneſs reigns. "Beſides, this parting, 
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rom dragging here a wretched life with6ut es, 
Two fears yet ſtand betwixt my ſoul and peace.» 


ich tears of wild defpair. Grieve not like thoſe 
ho have no hops We yet ſhall meet again; 


D 2 When 
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When years of friendſhip had, perhaps, exalted 
Our love, if that can be, to keener anguiſh. 

Think what thy ſtation, what thy fame demanded; 
Nor yield thy virtue even to worthy paſſtons, 

My other care—my other care is idle 

From that thy equal tenderneſs with mine, 

Thy love and generoſity ſecure me. 

Our children — 


EDb wand. 
Yes, I penetrate thy fear. 

But hear me, dying ſweetneſs! On this hand, 
This cold pale hand I vow, our children never, 
Shall never call another by the name 
Sacred to thee ; my Eleonora's children 
Shall never feel the hateful power thou fear'ſt. 
As one in life, ſo death cannot divide us. 
Nor high deſcent, nor beauty, nought that woman, 
In her unbounded vanity of heart, 
Can wiſh, ſhall ever tempt my faith from thee. 
Shall ever, ſaid I? Piteous boaſt indeed! 
O nothing cas I ſhould be groſs of heart, 
Taſteleſs and dull as earth, to think with patience, 
Without abhorrence, of a ſecond Hymen, 
Where can I find ſuch beauty? Where ſuch grace, 
The ſoul of beauty ? where ſuch winning charms ? 
Where ſuch a ſoft divinity of goodneſs ? 
Such faith ? ſuch love ? ſuch tenderneſs unequal'd ? 
Such all that Heaven could give--to make me wretched! 
Talk not of comfort—into what a gulph 
A lone abyſs of miſery I fall, 

1 The 
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The moment that T loſe thee—Oh ! I'knbw not! 
J dare not think !—But theſe unhappy orphans— 
Ah the dire cauſe that makes it double duty 
Shall now be doubly mine ; to ſhelter them, 
Theſe pledges of our love, I will attempt 
To brave the horrors of foath'd life without thee. 
ELrONORA. | | 
Enough! it is enough ! On this condition” 
Receive them from my hands, 
EvwarvD. 
Dear hands ! dear gift! 
Dear, Nele dying, miſerable giſt! 
With agen once receiv d, but now with anguiſh! 
ELzoxoraA, 
All-ſofttning time will heal my woes. "The dead 
Soon leave the paſſions of the living free. 
Epwarn, 
Detefied Hie O take the, take the with thee } 
EL8ONORA., 
No, Edward, live or elſe I die in vain, | 
Ewan. . i 
Raiſe, raiſe, my Meonera, thy ſweet eyes, 
Once more behold thy children 
ELtosoas. A | 
Oh — 155 * 


FF E k 3 
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A deadly weight — 
0  Evwaro, 


Thee ten Wink dan n chant 
ELZON OA. 

V\ here am I >— Ah !-—z tenamt till to pain. 
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The quivering flame of life leaps. up a little. 
Meantime, my Edward, tis my laſt requeſt, 
That thou wouldſt leave me, while I yet enjoy 
A parting gleamof thought. Leave me to Heaven!— 
Gloter — farewel—Be careful of the prince— 
Attend him hence and double now thy friendſhip! 
| EpDwarD. 
Barbarian! off!—Ah! whither would'ſ thou drag me! 
CGGLOSTER»s 
My ld. in * to the princeſs— 
L . EpwaRD. 
Oh! 
| | Ecnonxona, 
Farewel ! ad Receive my laſt adieu, 
Edward { my deareſt lord]! farewel for ever l. 
EDWARD. x 
O word of horror !—Can I ?—No ! I cannot! | 
There, take me, lead me, hurl me to perdition! 


80 EN E VI. 


ELs80NORA, Dazaxa THEALD, Attendants. 


Erzenon a. 
Tis paſt, che bitterneſs of death is ; paſt— 
Alas I, Daraxa, I-can ne'er requite 
Thy generous cares for me. Thou art the cauſe 
My Edward lives, my children have a father, 
Tu 
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Thy heaven-inſpir'd propoſal—Tell him, Theald, 
That, in the troubled moments of our parting, 
bad forgot to beg he would reſtore - 
I' 4rabiar princels to her friends and country— 
Thy hand—This ſure, howe'er in faith we differ, 
Humanity, the ſoul of all 1 
May well rt. I OA T 
DaAAxA. 
| By Virtue's ſacred fire! 
Our paradiſe, the garden of the bleſt, 
Ne'er ſmil'd upon a purer ſoul than thine, 
For me, think not of me; ſuch are my ee 


That. [ diſdain all care, deteſt relief : 
My name is,zxod in duſt ;, thing beams for geer, | 4 
The richeſt gem that crowns the worth of woman. 


ELEONORA. | 
The guilt of Selim canpot ſtain thy virtues : 
It rather Inde them Tuſtre—Bear me baccxk 
My dear attevdants: and: good heul, come, 8 f 5 


Come, aid e ver to ſpring awiy, 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


TuraLD, and e Qentleman longing to bim. 


Tuzand. * 
O me a derviſe ? Thro' the furions camp, 
Vet ragiuz at the perfidy of _ 
How did he fafely pad ? 
GEnTLEMAN-, 
Sir, he had fallen 4 
A victim to their vengeance : but he told them, | 
His life was of importance to the prince, 
That he who-#ruck bim flabb'd the heart of R 
This ſtay'd their rage; then, after a ſtrict ſearch, 
They let him paſs thro' ranks of glaring eyes, 
I have beſides to ſay, an Exgliſb ſhip 
And one from May art juſt arciv'd :.. - 
The firſt brings great diſpatches to prince Edward ; 
The other, holy father, theſe to you. [ Kneeling. 
Tags. 
Go, bid this derviſe enter. 
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SCENE II. 


THEALD: he opens and looks an the Diſpatches, 


Awful Heaven! 
Great ruler of the varivus heart of man 
Since thou haſt rais'd-me to conduct thy church, 
Without the baſe eabal too often practi d, 
Beyond my wiſh, my thonght, give me the lighte, 
The virtuas which chat ſacred truſt requires: 
A loving, lov'd, unterriſying power, 
Such as becomes a father: humble wiſdom ; 
Plain, primitive ſincerity; kind zeal, 
For truth and virtue rather than opinions 3 
And, above all, the charitable ſoul 
Of healiag peace and chriſtian moderation, —— 
The derviſe comes. 


— — —— — 
SCENE MI. 
TasALD, SIN diſguiſed as.a * 
N l 
With me, What would'ſt ras 
Ser. 
The princeſs Eleanora lives ſhe fill ? 
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THEALD, 
She lives, and that i is all. 
Sava, 
” . Allah be prais'd ! 
Then lives the honour of the brightning name 
Of Saracen _ Muſſulman. . 
THEALD, 
How, derviſe? 
' What can x wipe os the horror of this deed ? + 


Six. 
The Jeed was execrable ; but my hand 

6 This inſtant ſhall prevent its dire effect. 
I bring a certain remedy for poiſon ; 
Nor can it come' too late, while wandering life 
Yet, wu faint impulſe, ſtirs along the veins. 


TREALD. 
Ha! — art thou ſure of what thou fay'ſt ? 


SELIM. 

Chriſtian, I am » and therefore am I hens, 

Haſte, lead me to the princeſs : tho” ſhe laß 

Even in the laſt extremity, tho? call'd 

By the fierce angel who compels the dead, 

Yet bold experience gives me room to hope, 

Oft have I ſeen its-vital couch diffuſe 

New vigour thro the poifon'd ſtreams of life, 
When almoſt ſettled into dead ſtagnation; 

Swift as a ſouthern gale unbinds the flood. | 

Say, wilt thou truſt me with the trial, chriſtian, 
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THEALD. 
Thou know'ſt, we have great reaſon for diſtruſt 
But fear in thoſe who can no longer hope, 
Were idle and abſurd, 
Serin. N 
ö Bright Heaven what rr 1 
Ts there a dave of mech inhuman baſeneſs | 
To add freſh outrage to a dying princeſs ? 
For virtue dying? look into my eye: 
Does one weak ray there ſhun the keeneſt gare? 
Say, don chen there behold ſo foul. a . 
TugALDo. 
No; Kanne truth and 00 ters nine 
In what thou ſay*lt. Come, follow me, good'derviſe 


* 


SCENE IV. 


Da SLIM A, DaRAxA, 


Dax. a 
At laſt, through various pangs the dying 2 
Sees the delivering moment, and demands 
Thy preſence, reverend chriſtian. 

THEALD. 


Derviſe, come. 
Forbid i it Heaven this aid ſhould be too late ! 


D 6 


SCENE 
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Dxa ax. 
Hiasen! ban ie del the very face of Selim! ? 
"Tis he himfetf -A know him, tis the ſultanz 
And, as be ſhot achwart me, from his eye 
Flaſh'd the proud lightning of affronted virtue. 
He waſt be mmotewt ; his being bere 3009 
Is radlaat prodf e moſt+-O Wenk Dazaxit 10 
What man of virtue more would deign to 7180 
His Amage in chy bivaft? Ab ! what aas 
The tiplit wnformded love, the treatherous fiendihip, 
That, with inhuman cowardice, gives up 
A worthy man, to infamy and ſlander ? 
They walk d of aid—what aid? 
A cry heard within. 
Alas ! 'tis paſt! 
Death muſt be in that cry. O let me fly a 
To ſnatch one parting lock; But ſee the pfinde 
Rous'd by the ſounds of ſorrow this way comes. 


Unhappy prinee I 1 venerate his tears— 
O gracious Allah! (pity and ſupport him. {Ein 
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SCENE VL 


| (Eowany, 
That cry was death: Alas! ſhe is no more! 

The matchleſs Eleonora is no more | 
Where am | ?— Heavens!—Ah ! what a hideous deſart 
Is now this world, this blaſted world around me! 
O ſun, I hate thee, I abhor thy light, 

That ſhews not £/conera / Earth, thy joy, 

Thy ſweetneſs all is fled, all all that made 

Thy ways to- me delightſul, Zleonera / 

O Elionora l periſh'd Eleonora / 

For ever loſt That tent! ah me! that tent! 

[Going into the tent farts bacd. 

1 dare not enter there. There death diſplays 

His utmoſt terrors—Pale and lifeleſs, there, 
She lies, whoſe looks were love, whoſe beauty. ſmil'd 
The ſweet effulgence of endearing virtue | 
And here I laſt beheld her—Ay, and how, 

And how beheld her ?— The remorſeleſs image 
Will haunt me to the grave! ſee her ſuffering, 
With female ſoftneſs yet to pain ſuperior, 

Fearful and bold at once. with the ſtrong hand 

Of mighty love conftraining feeble nature, 
To ſteal me from affliftion—Let me fly 
This fatal ground—Bat whither ſhall I fly? 
To England —O I cannot bear the thought 
Of e er peturning to that country more 
| | That 
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That country, witneſs of our happy days, 
Where at each ſtep remember'd bliſs will ſting 
My ſoul to anguiſh. I already hear 

Malice exclaim, nay, bluſhing Valour ſigh: 
Where js thy princeſs? where the wiſh of thouſands } 


The charm, che tranſport of the public eye 7 


Baſe prince! And art thou not aſham'd to bring 


No trophy home but Fleonora's corſe 


The grave too is ſhut up, that laſt retreat 

Of wretched mortals— Ves, my word is paſt'd, 
To Eleonora paſs d. Our orphan children 

Bind me to liſe O dear, O dangerous rant 
The valiant, in himſelf, what can he an? 

Or what does he regard his ſingle woes? 

But when, alas, he multiplies himfelf * 


To dearer ſelves, to the lov'd tender fair, 


To thoſe whoſe blifs, whoſe beings hang apon him, 
To helpleſs children'! then, O then! he feels 
The point of miſery feſtering in his heart. 
And weakly weeps his fortune like a coward: 

Such, ſuch am 1! undonet— 4 . . 


ELEONO RA. 


SCENE VII. 
EpDwaARD, GLOSTER, 


Eoward. 
My lord of Glofter, 
I thought my orders were to be alone, 
 GLOSTER, 
Forgive my fond intruſion — But I cannot 
Be ſo regardleſs of thy welfare, — 
As to obey theſe orders. 
-EpwarD. + 
But they ſhall, 
Shall be obey'd—I will enjoy my n. 
All that is left me now. 
GLOSTER. 
| + + The more thy grief, 
Juſt in Pope: but.frantic in degree, 
Secks aggravating ſolitude, the more 
It ſuits,my love and duty to attend thee, 
To try to footh= 


EpwarD, 
Away ! thou-never ſhale. 
Not all that idle wiſdom can ſuggeſt, 
All the vain talk of proud unfeeling reaſon, 
Shall rob me of one tear. | 
GLOSTER, 
K N Of Nature's tears 
| I would 
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I would not rob thee: they invigorate virtue, 


"often, at once, und fortify the heart; 
But when they riſe to ſpeak this deſperate language, 
They then gfow tears of weakneſs; yes— 


EbwaRD. 


care not! 
Weakneſs, hate er they be, I will indulge them, 
Will, in deſpite of thee and all mankind, 
Devote my joyleſs days for ever to . 
GLoSTER., 
Reaſon and virtue then Scbageg vn ? 


Epward. 
Hence! leave me to my fate You "We" undone me; 
You have maderſhipwttck of my peace, among you, 
My happineſs-and honour; and I now 


- Roam the deteſted world, a careteſs wretch:! 


GLOSTER. 
Thy honour yet is ſafe, how long I know not, 
For full it drives upon the rocks' of paſſion, 
O all ye pitying Powers that rule mankind! 
Who ſo unworthy but may proudly deck him 
With this fair-weather virtue, thatemlrs, 
Glad, o'er the ſummer main? The tempeſt comes, 
The rough winds fage'#loud.;- when from the helm 
This virtue ſhrinks, and it a corner lies 
Lamentiag — Heavens! if privileg 4 from trial, 
_ How * a thing were virtue 
*. KD. 
| Do—inſult me— 
x Rail, 


P; 
u, 


1 
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Rail, ſpare me n6b=rail, Ger, all the world 
But know, mean tirhs, thou Eanſt not make me feel — 
thee— ö 
Lhave no more connection with mankind, 
_  'Groortk, 
Inſult thee, BdwitrdP Do theſe tears inſult thee ? 
Theſe old mats tears! Priendiip, ay prince, en 
weep, 


As well as love—Biit while 1 weep ay vhrinne, 
Let me not weep thy virtue ſunlæ beneath it— 


Thou haſt no more connection with 'mankind'? 
Put off thy eraving fenſes, the deep wants 
And infinite Qependencies of natvre 3 | 
Pat off that Rrotgeft'pallion ef che foul, | | 
Soul of che bal, ive t foviety 4 0 \ 
Put off all gratitude for what is paſt, | 
All generous hope of what is yet to come; 
Put of each ſenſo of hohem and of duty: 
Then ofe this Huge Let me tell thee, Rau 
Thou haſt connectioni With mankihd, and gent der, 
Thou know /t not: of; cone dom! that ght rouſe 
The ſmalleſt ſpark of honour in thy breaſt, 
To vide-awaket@ Tie td Air ambition, = 
£ —Epwann, HA Z 
What doſt thou mein? nn : \ 
| oſt Goren, | 
What mean - this day, in Fagland, | 
How, many ak of Palgſtine their king, 5 1 
Edward their king? Read theſe — b 
EowarD, 
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_ EpwanD,. opening the difpatchere.. ) |; 
en Z. Glen l- Clbl I." 120 

Alas! q my royal father is no more! 
The gentleſt of mankind, the moſt Abos dl 
Of gracious nature, a fit ſail for virtues, 
Jill there his creatures ſow'd their flattering lies, 
And made him No, not all their curſed Ats 
Could ever make him inſolent or om 
O mx deluded father] Little joy 
Had'ſt thou in life, led from irate * 

And genuine glory, from thy people's loye, 
That nobleſt aim of kinge, by —— 3 1 U 

Thus weak of heart, thus deſolate. of ſoub- 1 
Ah, how unfit am I, with Heady hand. 1 
To rule a troubled ſtate + She, the is gone, 
Softner of care, the dear reward.of toil, .. be *Do 4 
The ſource. of virtue l She, Who to a crown. . 
Had lent new ſplendor, ho had grac da throne 
Like the ſweet ſeraph Mercy tempering Juſſice-. 
0 Elunera any life with thee, —π 1157 nodT 


. T2 


The. plaineſt, could, have, une ben 
pleaſure, ia en est £27 emts L 
All that a loving people can beſtow, .. 1 


By thee unſhar'd, will only ſerve to fret 

The wounds of woe, and make me more unhappy! 
GLosTER, bs 

Noy is the time, now lift thy ſoul to virtue! 

Behold a criſis, ſent by Heaven, to ſave thee. 

Whate'er, my prince, can touch, or can command, 

Can quicken or exalt the heart of man, 


Now 


Gs et ³ꝛA—¹ A 2 26 RF as 
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Now ſpeaks tothine—Thy children claim their father, 
Nay, more than father, claim their double parent; 
For ſuch thy promiſe was to Slconora : 

Thy ſubjects elaim their king, thy troops their chiefs 
The manes of thy anceſtors conſign 

Their long-deſcended glory to thy hands; 

And thy dejected country calls upon thee 

To ſave, her, raiſe her, to reſtore her honour, 

To ſpread her ſure dominion o'er the deep, 

And bid her yet ariſe the ſcourge of France. 

Angels —— might envy thee the joy, 


That waits thy will, of doing general good: 


Of ſpreading virtue, chearing lonely worth; 


Of daſhing down the proud ; of guarding arts, 
The ſacred rights of induſtry and freedom; 

Of making a whole generous people happy - * 

O Edward | Edward ! the moſt piercing tranſports 
Of the beſt love can never equal theſe! 
And need I add=Thy Clare death 


c mee 1 . 
721 \Rowann.. ot G ut ed 
ue dan 0 let fire 1 oo 
GLasTER. | ** 
If thou, indeed, 


Doſt honoar thus her memory, then ſhew it, 

Not by ſoft tears and womaniſh complaints, 

But they it like a mant— 

»» Rpwars. + * 
Iwill! 


) 


GLosTER., 
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Gtos rx. 
. Yon towers 
; Eowand. | 
is true! 
'GLosTrR., 
Von guilty towers! . 
| | Ebwatd. 
Inſult us ſlill ! 
- Groen, 
The murderer of thy princeſs Hots there | 
| q | Eo wars. ö | 
But ſhall not long Thou art my better getiian, 
Thou brave old mitn! chou huſt Yecall'd my virtue= 
I was benumb'd wich ſortow—what—or where— 
I know not—never tb have thobght of this, 
Bright Virtue welcome! Vigour of the mind? 
The ffume from Heuven that Ights up higher being! 
Thrice welcome! with thy noble ſervunt Anger, 
And juſt Revenge — Heure, ler üs to the camp, 
And there transfuſe our ſbul into che tr s. 
This ſultan's blood will eaſe my fever'd breaſt. 
Yes, I will take ſuch vengeance on this city, 
That all mankind ſhell turn their eyes to Fafa ; 
And as they ſee her turrets ſunk in duſt, 
Shall learn do Arend the werrers of the jak. 


ACT 
/ 


I 
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SzLIM, . 
My Daraxa / thou haſt charm'd my ſoul ! 
This reconciling interview has ſooth'd 
My troubled boſom into tender joy: 
As when the ſpring firſt, on the ſoften'd top 
Of Lebanon, unbinds her lovely treſſes, 
And ſhakes her blooming ſweets from Carmel brow— 
It only now remains to ſee the prince. 


SCENE ll. 


SeLIM, THEALD. 


TrHzraALlD, 
I ſought thee, worthy derviſe. 


SzLIM. 


Reverend chriſtian, 
My toiling thoughts can find no fix'd repoſe, 
Jill the wrong d ſultan's vindicated honour - 
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Shine out as bright as yon unſully'd ſky. 
Conduct me to the prince claim that juſlice.— 
It ſtings my conſcious ſoul with fick impatience, 
To think what Selim ſuffers. For a man, 
Who loves the ways of truth and open virtue, 
To lye beneath the burning imputation 
Of baſeneſs and of crimes—ſuch horrid crimes l— 
O *tis a keen unſufferable torment ! 
Come, let me then diſcharge this Ae part 
Of my commiſſion, 

THEALD, 
| That thou ſoon ſhalt do. 
He ſtrait will come this way, the king of England, 
Such now he is. Mean time, *tis fit to tell thee, 
He muſt be manag'd gently ; for his paſſions 
Are all abroad, in wild confuſion hurPd : - 
The winds, the floods, and lightning mix together, 
I need not ſay how little, in this uproar, * 
Avails the broken thwarted light of reaſon, | 

Sri. 

Fear not.! truſt in innocence, and truth. 


THEALD. | 
He cannot long delay, for, as I enter'd, 
I ſaw him parting from the hurried camp, 
That lighten'd wide around him ; burniſh'd helms, 
And glittering ſpears, and ardent thronging ſoldiers, 
Demanding all the fignal, when to ſtorm 
Theſe walls devoted to their vengeance, 


— 


S8LIM, 
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” F 


'SeLI1M.. 


1 Ha! 
hen let us RY 6nd him—Bat Ke comes. 


— — _ _ — a_—_ . 
- 9 o - 0 


SCENE III. 
Selin, Fra Epwanp, Grosrzn. 
Ebpwand. 


U hal is it thoſe barbarians, here again, 1 


T hoſe baſe, thoſe murdering cowards, dare be ſeen ? 
What new accurs'd attempt is now 'on foot ? | 
What new aſſaſſination ?—Start not, derviſe, 

Tinge not thy caitiff cheek with red'ning honour. 
What thou ! Doſt thou pretend to feel reproach jen 
Art thou not of & ſhameleſs race 2 4 
Harden'd in arts of cruelty and blood, 

Perfidious all ? Yes, have you not orofan'd. 

Ihe faith of nations, broke the holy tie 
That binds the families of earth together, 
That gives even foes to meet with generous truſt, 
And teaches war ſecurity ? Your prince, 


Your prince has done it! And you ſhould hereafter 


Be hunted from your PROT Oar 
Be cruſh'd like ſerpetits! - | 
| THzaLD. 
Sir, this derviſe Ange 
To clear the ſaltan Sei from that crime, 


1 — . ˙ w Ä TIE SOFT _ —— — — - - - 3 
meg 1 r ST , = U = 
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Which you, with ſtrong appearance, charge upon him, 


EpwarDe 
— Seakfif with onqueſtian'd proof. 
Doubtleſs the villain would be glad to change 
The courſe by Nature xd, enjoy his crimes 
Without their evil—But he ſhall not ſcape me! 
SL IVW. 

If, king of England, in this weighty matter, 
On which depends the weal and life of thouſands, 
You love and ſeek the truth, let reaſon judge, 
Cool, ſteady, quiet, and diſpaſſion'd reaſon; . 
For never yet, ſince che proud ſeliſu ace 
Of men began to jar, did 1 8 an 
Nor ever can it give, a.right delten. 

a EDW ad. 7 
Reaſon has jadg's, and paſiion hall chadit | 
Shall make you; bowl, ye-cowards of the Zaf { 
What can be clearer ? This vile pridce of Jaa 
This infamy of princes l ſends a ruffian, | - 
By his own hand and ſeal commifion'd, ſends; him, 
To treat of peace: and, as I read his letters, 
The villain ſtabs me This, af this wange lights. 
There is no certainty in human reaſon; - - 
If this not ſhines with all - canvineing truth 
Yon ſun is dark And yet theſe cowards coe 
With lying ſhifts, and low eluſive art - 
O, it inflames my anger into. madneſs ! 
This added inſult on our underſtanding, 
\ This treacherous attempt to ſteal away 


* ww 
— __ 


) © > = =) > 
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The only joy and treaſure of my K 
Sweet ſacred yongrages for wy murder'd rare. 
Sgbiu. 18 1 175 7 
The curſed wretch who, did Mil ty . Ne 

0 king of England, was. indeed an envoy! - 
Sent by the prince of Tafe; This. Wwe OWN... 

But then he was an execrable big, 

Who, for ſuch horrid pyrpoſes, had crept 

Into the cheated ſultan's court and ſervice,  -  - 
As by the traitors papers. we have learn'd. .. 

For know, there lives, ppou the eee, 

Of wild Phenicias mountains, . dice race. 

A nation of aſſaſſins. Dreadful seal, 

Fierce and intolerant. of all religion | 
That differs fron their own, ig the black foul 
Of that infernal Rate. Sqon/as their chief,” 
The Old Man (ſo they Rile him] of the mountains, 
Gives out his baleful will, however fell, 

Hcweyer wicked and abborr'd it be, T, 
Tho! cloth'd in danger, the moll cel u, * 
122 ſwift and ſilent, glide theo every: land, 
fly che gloomy miniſters of vengennee, 
1 amine and ꝓlague; they lie ſar years: . 
Make ligbt af oct. nay, ometimes „ere | 
And never fail tg1execate. bis erde. 

Of theſe the, villa" was, theſe esta Mie, 
The curſe of earth, the terror of Wanka? 
And thy engagement, prince, in this cruſado, | 
That was the reaſan PR they k thy lie. 


Vor. IV. | EDwWaARDs 


+ E DWA R D and 


. 


Ebwan v. 

Falſe, falſe as hell! the lye of guilty fear! 

You all are bigots, robbers, ruffians all ! 

It is the very genius of your nation. 

Vindictive rage, the thirſt of blood conſumes you: 

Vou live by rapine, thence your empire roſe; 
And your religion is a mere pretence 

To rob and murder in the name of Heaven. 

: SELIM. 

Be patient, prince, be more humane and juſt, 

You have your virtues, have your vices too; 

And we have ours. The liberal hand of Nature 

Has not created us, nor any nation, | 

Beneath the bleſſed canopy of heaven, 

Of ſuch malignant clay, but each may boaſt 

Their native virtues, and their maker's bounty, 

You call us bigots,—O ! canſt thou with that 

Reproach us, chriſtian prince? What brought thee 


> 3 OO Www ESOOD = wo 


I. 

hither ? T; 

What elſe but bigotry ? What doſt thou here } Cc 
What elſe but perſecute ?— the truth is great, A 
Greater than thou, and I will give it way; A 
Even thou thyſelf, in all thy rage, wilt hear it— / T; 
From their remoteſt ſource, theſe holy wars W 


What have they breath'd but bigotry and rapine ? 

Did not the firſt Cru/aders, when their zeal 

Should have ſhone out the,pureſt, did they not, 

Led by the frantic hermit who began 

The murderous trade, thro' their own countries ſpread 

The woes their vice could not reſerve for ours? 
» 4 . Tho' 
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Tho! this exceeds the purport of my meſſage ; 

Yet muſt I thus inſulted in my country, 

Inſulted in religion, bid thee think, 

O king of England, on the different condu& _. 

Of Saracent and Chriftians, when beneath 

Your pious Godfrey, in the firſt cruſado, - 

Jeruſalem was fack'd, and when beneath 

Our generous Saladiy it was retaken·— 

O hideous ſcene ! my ſoul within me rinks, - 
Abhorrent, from the view! — Twelve p. 
Receiv'd to mercy, ; old of all defence, Aol 26 
Truſting to plighted faith, to purchas'd ſafety, _ 
Behold theſe naked wretches, in cold blood. | 
Men, women, children, murder'd, baſely murder'd! 
The holy temple, which you came to reſcue, - _ -; 
Regorges with the barbarous profanation. | 

The ſtreets run diſmal torrents. Drown'd in blood 
The very ſoldier ſickens at his carnage, , 
Couldſt thou, O ſun, bebold the blaſting fGght, | 
And lift again thy ſacred eye on mortals? 

A ruthleſs race! Who can do this, ean do i it, 

To pleaſe the general Father of mankind! 

While nobler Saladin f 

EpwarD., , 
Away! be Pry 

With thee, he IA 

[ loſe my hour of vengrance, 1 deyale as, 
To hold this talk with thee. | {| 

| E 2 | Sarin. 


EDWARD wad. 
SL "Oni. / | 
While truth ee 
171 from my tongue, vile derviſe as I am 
Yet am I greater thun the 2 
Who, from blind fury, grows the ave of Salt 
| Beſides, I come-to-juſtify a prince, 
Howe'er in other qualities below thee, 
In love of goodnefs, truth, humanicy, - 
And honour, Sir, thy equal; — yes, thy ede 
F -EDwarD: - | 
What? how ? compare me with a damn'd aſſaſſin? 
A matchleſs villain !—Ha'! preſumptuous derviſe 
Thou gnaw'ſtthy quivering lip—A ſmother d paſtion 
Shakes thro” thy frame, What villany is chat 
Thou dart not utter ?—Wert thou not a wretch, 
Protected by thy habit, this right hand 
Should crufh thee into atoms—Hence ! ay . | 
Go tell thy maſter that T hold him baſe, - 
Beyond the power of words to ſpeak his baſeneſs? | if 
A coward ! an affaflinating coward ! e 
And when 1 once have dragg'd him frem his city, 
Which I will ftraitway do—lI then will make him, 


In all the gall and bitterneſs of guilt, (Jew 0 
Grinding the vengeful ſteel betwixt his teeth, 72 
Will make the traitor own it. 
— Subiads diſcopering , fh 
Never! ee 


owa, A $356. pete?! Na) 
e « ae 


. 4: v 
— * 
ELIM, 


renn 


„ Dean {4 it; 
Thou canſ not, haughty . am hab. 
am this Selim / this inſulted t. - 
Yer clear as day, and will confound thy paſſion. 
__  Epwand, | — 


Thou Selim 
* 8111. 1 10 254 
I. ritt 242 2 221 
-  Rowand.. : THE 
mung 14014314 
4 SELIM, IM 
Did ever innocence deſcend to b 
Bpwand. 
This beats as hiv of Bonet rr cen 79 
Decide it by the ford? 
| Srti wn. | 
[vill do 8 
Evwany. $4. | 
How more ? in ene 
* St in. | 
Decide it by ſuperior reaſon. 
Weng 7-77" 
eee 
Bin. b 
If I not convince thee, 
f by thyſelf lam not of thit crm 
\cquitted, then I grant thee thy demand: | 
N ag more, yon yielded city ſabll be thine :- 
ar know; hot prince, aht di touts. 
= SA Leould! 
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1 could not fill with honour. Were I guilty, 
| I ſhould not tremble at thy W 
No, tis myſelf I fear. 


— 


-  Epwasr.- 
What ſhall I think? 
Serin. 
Hear but one witneſs, and I akk no more, 


/ 

To clear my name, The witneſs is a woman. l 
Her looks are truth; fair uncorrupted faith 7 
Beams from her eyes. Thou ne'er canſt doubt ſuc I. 
beauty; 80 

For tis th* expreſſion of a ſpotleſs ſoul. 0 

| "Epwann. H 

V 


; Curſe on thy mean luxurious eaſtern arts, 
Of cowardice! Thou would'ſt ſeduce my vengeance= 
But I deteſt all beauty—Barbarous ſultan! n 
Ah! thou haſt murder'd beauty ! thy fell crime 
Haſte, Glefter, haſte—in fight of camp and city, 
Prepare the lifts—Now ſhow thyſelf a prince, 
Cr die in ſhameful tortures like a ſlave. 

SBLIM, Fr 
I came not t hither or to dread thy — 9 a 
Or court thy merey. 1 . 

GrosTER. 

Sir, you cannot juſtly 
Refuſe him his demand. The fervent foul | To 
Ot undiſſembled innocence, methinks, 
Is felt in what he ſays. Firft hear this perſon ; No 
And if ſhe gives not fall conviction, then, It 0 


Have then recourſe to what ſhould always be 
The laſt appeal of reaſonable dirt, . 
Brute force. WH 
. EpwarD. 
Well p 3 hither, ſultan 
{Selim goes ont. 

Ah! my diforder'd mind! Som. vals to thought,' 
Uncertain, toſs'd, the wreck of ſtormy palſion ! 
This rage a while ſupports me; but I feel 
It will deſert me ſoon, and I again 
Shall ſoon relapſe to miſery and weakneſs, 
O Eleonora / little didft thou think, 
How deeply wretched thy dire gift of lifs 
Would make me | 


|; Abs 


- $CENE 1V. 


Epwarn, GLosTER, THEALD; to them SELIWM 
cenducting Errencka, . 8 


Sti. | 
 _ Raiſe thy eyes, 0 king of Papa, 
nn rm mak ac pond 
EDwWarD. 
No; beauty: hall bo inces engage my ch, 
It ſhall no more profane the ſhrine devote. 


What angel borrows Eleonera's voice !— ki 


My Eleonora's (elf | my dear, my true, 


Still ſesbly beat; but Hon the poilon's fores © 
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To the ſweet image of my Elowra! | 
Let her declare her ktowledge in nn. 
ELzxonoRaA, © | 
Will not my | Edward bleſs me with @ look 
1 KD Wand. 


Yao 6d... A 


O thou pale ſhade of het I weep for erer! 
Permit me thus to worſhip thee—Thon art 
Amazing Heaven Thou art niy Ar & | 


My living leegore Sie en 

Owe I this miracle? this better life - 

Oppreſlive joy !-—pwe 1 wy auer; e 
Ersonoa a. r n bine 


To him, that generous prince, who put his liſe, 


His honour on the deſperate riſque to ſave me 


When in the arms öf death—Depriv'd of voice, Wt” 


Of motion, and of ſenſe, benumb'd I lay, H 
My frighted train around de thabght me dead, E 
[ 


And fill'd the tent with cries ; my heart alone 


Had driv'n out life from that its/laſt:retrea; g 

If in the moment of approaching fate, 

He, like my guardian angel, had not brought | - 

An antidote of wond'rous. power, by which 

I am to light reſtor'd-to thee, my . 
EpwWw asd. 


Did he, did he preſerve thee 4 Hey whom thee' MY ** 


J have with fach inhuman pride infolued! 4 
n | . 4 O blind, 


LEON ORA 2 


O blind, O bretig O injurious unge? 
They, they are wiſe, who, when they feel thy madneſoe 
Seal up their-ltips, And canſt thou then forgive me: 
Thou who haſt o'er me gain d that nobbeſt trim 
The triumph of humanity ? — Thou caaft; 0 
Tis eaſier for the generous to forgive 
Than for offefiee to ak it. 

— Sgr. 
So harſh a wordt More then vez — 
Thy noble (heat; thy beautifùl di ſorder. 
O! I am too much man, I feel; myſell, 9420 
. 1 

er to pretend, with ſapercilious brow, 
— proud affeted virtue, to diſdain them. 

ond. | 

How ? generous ſaltan, how. ſhalt I requite thee k 
Here—Take. thy lord Daraxa, whom meant 


. 


To have reſſor d, when this misfortune hap r 
But ſecret · working Heaven didain a 
To ſave us all. 

Sarl. 

Wen thi 3 
Thou cool: [ating more — if dE beg 
EAR... 

Hence to Gb eh my Sab, 
Forſake the Hehe Lit th 


Reign, n n 


de. 
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Go, tell my faichful ſoldiers, that their queen 
My Eleonora lives! A prize beyond | | + 
The chance of war to give! She lives to ſoften 
My too imperious temper, and to make them, 
To make my people happy —0 my ſoul ! 
What love e'er equal d thine? O deareſt! beſt} 
Fride of thy ſex ! inimitable goodneſs ! s 
Whenever woman henceforth ſhall be prais'd , 
For conjugal affection, men will ſay, 
There ſhine the virtues of an Elconcra! 
Tranſporting bliſs — How bountiful is Heaven 6 
Depreſſing oſten, but to raiſe us more. | 
Let never thoſe deſpair who follow virtue. 
Love—gratitude—divide me Once more, ſoltas, 
Forgive me, pardon my miſtaken zeal, 
That left my country, croſs'd the ſtormy ſeas, 
To war with thee, brave prince, to war with honovr. 
Now that my paſſions give me leave to think 
The hand of Heaven appears in what I ſuffer'd, 
My erring zeal has ſuffer'd by a zealot. Abe. 
| SGxIIN. 28 
It does, O king. And, venerable chriſtian, 
I know thy moderation will excuſe me. 52 1 
But ſince by ruling Wiſdom (who unweigh'd, 
Unmeant, does nought) men are ſo various made, 
$0 various turn'd, that in opinions, they 


Muſt blindly think; or take a different way; 


N 
. 


Is 


E LE O NORA. 


In ſpite of force, fince judgment will be free; 
Then let us in this righteous mean agree: | 
Let holy rage, let perſecution ceaſe ; 

Let the head argue, but the heart be peace; 

Let all mankind in love of what is right, 

In virtue and humanity, unite.. 
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TO RISC 
ROYAL HIGHNESS | 
FREDERICK, 
Prince of Wales. _ 


SIR, 


T! HE honour your Rovar Hicw: 
uss has done me in the Protec- 
tion you was pleaſed to give to this tra- 
gedy, emboldens me to lay it now at your 
feet, and beg your permiſſion to publiſh, 
it under your Royal patronage. The fa 
vouring and protecting of letters has been, 
in all ages and countries, one diſtinguiſh- 
ing mark of a great prince; and that with 
good reaſon, not only as it ſhews a juſtneſs 


o taſte, and Sexuion e e 
influence 


S 


DEDICATION. 
influence of ſuch à protection, by exciting 


good writers to labour with more emula- 


tion in the improvement of their. ſeveral 


talents, not 2 little contributes to the em- 
belliſhment and inftruftion of ſociety. But 
of all the different ſpecies of writing, none 
has fuctr an effect updn the lives and man- 
ners of men, as the dramatic ; and there- 
fore, tHat of all 6thets: moſt deſerves the 
attention of princes; who, by a judicious 


approbation of ſuch pieces as tend to pro- 
mot zl pyblic and private virtue, may 


more than by any coefcive methods ſecure 
the purity of the ſtage, and in conſe quence 
thereof greatly advance the Börck ' and 
politeneſs of their people. How eminthily 
Yaur Rorar. Hronkzss has always ex- 


tended. your.f&vour and patronage'rs every 
One. er de 


aft. and fcience, and in a Particufar man- 
ner t& dramatic performances, is red Well 
known'ts che wortd for mew tiekribh it 
here. Afi6w tite” fly t with,” kltat whit 
me mow the” honor to ver wo your 

| RovYAL 


4 kf, 
FM (If i. 
- 


DEDICATION. 
Royatr Hiohxxss, may be judged not 
unworthy of your protection, at leaſt in, 
the Sentiments which it inculcates. A warm 
and grateful ſenſe of your goodneſs to me, 
makes me deſirous to. ſeize every occaſion. 
of deolaring id public, with whit profound 
wiped; and: dara Fo am. 
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Deſt obliged, 
moſt devoted Servants, 
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JAMES THOMSON. 
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ADVERTISEMENT, / 
EIS play fue fooriened" i 
the performance; but 1 hope it will 
not be diſagreeable to the Reader to ſet it a 


it was at firſt written; there being a great 


difference betwixt a play in the cloſet, and 
upon the ſtage. NIEL AE % 8 ' 


p ROL O OG UE. 


2 OLD is the man ! who, in this nicer age, 
- Preſumes to tread the chaſte corrected tage, 
ow, with gay tin/el arts, Wwe can no more 
cal the want of Nature's flerling ore. 4 
Our ſpells are van d, broke our magic wand, 
That ud to cu you over ſoa and land, / 


* 


5 i h be ade, f 
# vain of martial ſcenes the 2 alarms, | 


The mighty | er thundering out to arms, . 
The 5 7 p arg. from afar, | 
The cloſe-wedg'd battle, and the din of war, 


Now, even the ſenate ſeldom we convene ; 
The yawning fathers nod behind the ſeens. 
Your taftt rye: the glittering falſe Jublime, 
To /igh in metaphor, and dis in rbime. 

High rant is tumbled from his gallery throne : 
Deſcription, dreams — nay, fimilies art gone. 


What fhall we then ? to pleaſi you how deviſe 
Whoſe judgment fits not in your ears and eyes ? 
Thrice bappy ! could we catch great Shakeſpear's art, 
To trace t deep receſſes of the heart; 

His /im Jon Jublime, to which is given 
To firike the ſoul with darted flame from heaven : 
Could 208 awake ſoft Otway's tender wor, 


The pomp of verſe and golden lines of Nowe. 


ie to your hearts apply : let them attend; 
Before their filent candid bar wwe Bend. 
If warm'd, they liften, "tis our nableft praiſe ; 
If cold, they wither all the muſt's bays. 


— — N * 8 8 
— — * * 
Wr — 
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Roborrne, priend to eee, 


| ar weer un, cu 
| Lavea, Siſter Uf Nude, and 
| Friend W — Py wh di ve 


The Perſons repeated. 
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MaTTpo Syn tr, n | 

Chatittttor of Sil, Kuts Mn ele. 
ftable of d, Wr N gage 
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and Captain of the nn, 
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r... NET TIES .. 


Tancred and Steiſmunda, 


. 
. # - 
. » — 
- 
+ # 1 


H 


TRAGEDY. 


AC T . SC . NE | By 


StorhOnSA, uns- 2.48 


SnG19MUNDAL. 
f H fatal bp to $/cily- 1 The king 
eager hos laſt momente 
Lauta. | 
|, Ab hang 
$1613MunDa, 
e death of thoſe dikinguiſh'd by their lation, 
but by their virtue more, awakes the mild 
To 


43 vG 


94 .TANCRED od. 


To ſolemn dread, and ſtrikes a ſaddening awe: 

'Not that we grieve for them, but for ourſelves, 

Left tosthe toil of life—And yet the beſt 

Are, by the playful children of this world, 

At once forgot, as they had never been. 

Laura, tis ſaid—the heart is ſometimes charged 

With a prophetic ſadneſs: Such, methinks, 

Now hangs on mine, - The king's approaching death 

Suggeſts a thouſand ſears, What troubles thence 

May throw the ſtate once more into confuſion, 

What ſudden changes in my father's houſe 

May riſe, and part me from my deareſt Ti ancred,; 

Alarms my thought. „ IE 54. 
Lauka, | 5 a 
The fears of love · ſick fancy! 

Perverſely buſy to torment itſelf, 

But be aſſur'd. your father's ſteady ireqdhipy © 1 

Join'd to a certain genius, that commands, 

Not kneels to fortune, will ſupport and cheriſh 

Here in the public eye of Sicily, 

This--I may call him—his adopted ſon, 

The noble T: ancred, form'd to all his virtues, 

\$1613WUNDA., 

Ah form'd to 93 his dase [aha fe fair mon 

Has N far the chaes. Ia he not yet 3 

. 77 


% © 


Lava. | 
No. —When your father to the king; 


Who now expiring lies, was call'd in haſte, 
3 He 


S$IGISMUNDA. 93 


e ſent each way his meſſengers to find him; 


vich ſuch a look of ardour and impatience, .. 
s if this near event was to count Tanxcred 


df more importance than I comprehend, 
 S1GIMUNDA. |, | | 

here lies, wy Laxrs, o'er my Tancred's dick 
cloud I cannot pierce. . With princely accoſt, 
ay, with reſpect, which oft | have obſerv d. 

tealing at times ſubmiſſive o'er his features, 
Belmont's woods my father rear'd this youth— / 
h woods where faſt wy artleſs boſom learnt 

he ſighs of love. He, gives him put the ſon + 

f an old friend, a baron of Apulia, 

Vho in the late cruſado bravely. fell. 

ut then 'tis ſtrange; is all his family; 4 + 

s well as father dead ? and all their friends, 

xcept my fire, the, generous good Siffredi ? 

fad he a mother, lifter, brother left, - 
he laſt remain of kindred ; with what pride, 
hat rapture, might they By o'er. earth and ſeg, 
o claim this riſing honour, of their blood! _ 
his bright unknown! this  all-accomplilk'd IE 

ho charms—too-much—the heart of Sigi/munda 4 
La:ra, perhaps your brother knows him better, 

he friend and partner of his freeſt hours. 

hat ſays Rodolphe Does he truly credit 

his flory of has birth? N 


Lana 85 7 
He has ſometimes, 
Like 


9 TAN CRE D and 


Like you, his doubts ; yet, when maturely weigh't 
Believes. it true. As for lord'Tancred"s ſelf, 
He never entertain'd' the lighteſt thought  - 
That verg'd to doubt; but oft laments his fate, 
By cruel fortags ſo ill· pair d ket £8058 | 
S$1arwunya, 
Merie like his, 4 fortune — AY. 
Beggars all wealth—Then, to Jour brother, 
He _— Anne Lf 
N Lau a4. 
nne u n Howe'er 
The tall . it ends with Sf ! 
Their morning. noontide, and their evening wal 
Are full of you; and all the woods of Bees 


Ir 


V 


Tnamour'd with your name—— 
Siorrwbuvs, Ne 

ae Away, my friend 3 Im 

7e As dear delafion wa) 

| 1 1 15 1 Lapis, * 4. f Th 
No, e tis the ſtricteſt truth, 2 
\r 


Nor half the truth, I tell you., Even with be 
| My brother, talks for ever of the paſhon, * 
That fires Pork; Ti ancred's breaſt. 80 much i it triket 
him 


He praiſes FE as, (if ke res low. 

He blames the falle purſuits f vagrant 0 
Calls them gay folly, a miſtake ſtruggle N 
Againſt beſt- judging Nutürłt Heaven, he ſays, 
In laviſh bounty ſorm'd the heart for oy 


SIGISMUNDA. 97 
In love included all the finer ſeeds 
Of honour, virtue, friendſhip, pureſt bliſs — 
S1G1SMUNDA, | 
Mane e Rr 503 en black 
{121+ Taavaac: {1 
Then his pleafing 4 
e varies to the praiſes of your lover — 
5 Siorswunda. 
ind what, my Laura, ſays he on the ſabjedt ? 
1 Leuk. 
He ſays that, tho be were not nobly born. 
ature has form'd him noble, generous, brave, 
ruly magnanimous, and warmly ſcorning . 
batever| bears the ſmalleſt taint of baſenels : 
hat every eaſy virtue is his own; —_. 
_ learnt by painful labour, but inſpir'd, 
Implanted i in his foul= Chiefly one charm 
e in his graceful character obſerves ; 4 
hat tho? his paſſions burn with high impatience, 
\nd ſometimes, from a noble heat of nature, 
\re ready to, fly off; yet the leaſt check 
Of ruling reaſon brings them back ta temper, - 
nd gentle ſoftneſs. 
S1GISMUNDA., 
ad True! O true, Rodalpho ! L 
let be thy kindred worth for loving his! 45 
He is all warmth, all amiable fire, : 
\ll quick heroic ardor | temper'd ſoft 
ith gentleneſs of heart, and manly reaſon !. 
Vea, F 


ba 


os TANC RED und 
If Virtue were to wear a human form, 
To light it with her dignity and flame, 
Then ſoft'ning mix. her-ſmiles and tender graces 
O ſhe would chuſe the perſon of my Faztred { | 
Go on, my friend, go. on, aud ever praiſe him; 
The ſubje& knows na bounds, nor can J tire, 
While my breaft tre mbles to that ſweeteſt muſic ! 
The heart of woman taſtes no truer joy, 
Is never flatter'd with ſuch dear enchantment 
"Tis more than ſelfiſh vanity—as when 
er e ee ane 

| Laus. 


D 

Madam, your father comes. - 
eh. CEE , Wi 

* | — — ——— w 
SCENE II. _ 
$1rFREDL, SIGISMUNDAy LAus A. mu 
S1FFREDI, | | Tj 

„De Attendant as be ent i 

| Lord Taxcred then Fel 

18 found ? | - 0 | 
ATTENDANT, L ef 


My lord, he quickly will be here. 
I ſcarce could keep before him, thb' he bid me To 
Speed on, to ſay he would attend your orders. 
Sirragbi. For 
Tis well—retire—You, too, my daughter, leave me. Wb 
Sic 


S1GISMUN DVA. 99 | 


.$1015MOWDS, 
Igo, my facher—Bur how fares ibe c 19/7 
trated) 4 
He is no more. Gone to that awful ſtate, + | 
Where kings the crown wear only of their virtues, 
| SrGI1SMUNDA, 
low bright muſt then be his! This ſtroke is wacketl. 
He was this morning well, when to the chace 
Lord Taxcred went. avs 
| SIFFREDI, 
| - 'Tis true. But at his years 
Death gives mort notice — Drooping nature then, 
Without a guſt of pain to ſhake it, falls. 
His death, my daughter, was that happy period 
Which few attain, The duties of his dag 
Were all diſcharg'd, and gratefully enjoy'd d 
It's nobleſt bleſſings; calm as evening flaes, , 
Was his pure mind, and lighted up with hopes , 
That open heaven; when, for his laſt long kg 
Timely prepar'd, a laſſitude of life, ao oer 
n! pleaſing wearinefs of mortal jou 
| Fell on his ſoul, and down he ſunk to reſt, 
O may my death be ſuch He but one wiſh 
Left unfalfill'd, which was to ſee count 7. nome) 
 S1618MUNDA:/ 
To ſee count Taxcred /—Pardon me, my 14 
SIFFRED1, 
For what, my daughter?—But, with ſuch emotion, 
38 did you ſtart at mention of count Taxcred ? 


F 2 81018 
Ss 


— 


me. 
G15 
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Stots uuns. 
Nothing IL only hop'd the dying king 
Might mean to make ſome generous juſt proviſion 
For this your worthy charge, this noble orphan. 


\ SirrnEd), 
And he has done it largely—Leave me now 
J want ſome private conference with lord Taxcred, 


3 234 | 
4 


— 


SCENE In. 


SiyFrREDI alone, + 
My doubts are but too true If theſe old eyes 
Can trace the marks of love, a mutual paſſion 
Has ſeiz'd, I fear, my daughter and this prince, 
My ſovereign now—Should it be fo? Ah there, 
There lurks a brooding tempeſt, that may ſhake 
My long concerted ſcheme, to ſettle firm 
The public peace and welfare, which the king 
Has made the prudent bafis of his will 
Away! unworthy views ! you ſhall not tempt me! 
Nor intereſt, nor ambition ſhall ſeduce 
My fixt reſolve — periſh the ſelfiſh thought, 
Which our own good prefers to that of millions! 
He comes - my king—unconſcious of his fortune. 


« #34 4 


SCEN 


SIGISMUND A. 


SCENE Iv. 


TANCRED, SIFFREDI. 


Tancrep, | 
{y lord Si ſredi, in your looks I read, 
onfirm'd, the mournful news that fly abroad 
rom tongue to tongue—We then, at laſt, have loſt, 
he good on king? 
SIFFR EDI, 
Yes, we have loſt a father! 
he greateſt bleſſing Heaven beſtows on mortals, 
und ſeldom found amidſt theſe wilds of time. 
\ good, a worthy king Hear me, my 7. ancred, 
ind I will tell thee, in a few plain words, 
ow he deſery'd that beſt, that glorious title. 
is nought complex, tis clear as truth and virtue. 
c lov'd his people, deem'd them all his children; 
he good exalted, and depreſs'd the bad, 

e ſpurn'd the flattering crew, with ſcorn rejected 
heir ſmooth advice that only means themſelves, 
heir ſchemes to aggrandize him into baſeneſs: 
or did he lefs diſdain the ſecret breath, 
he whiſper'd tale, that blights a virtuous name. 
e ſought alone the good of thoſe for whom 
e was entruſted with the ſovereign power: 

Vell knowing that a people in their rights 


Ind e living ſale 77 e 
F 3 Beneath 


D TAN CRE D and 


Beneath the ſacred ſhelter of the laws, 
Encourag'd in their genius, arts, and labours, 
And happy each as he himſelf deſerves, 
Are ne'er ungrateſul, With unſparing hand 
They will for him provide: their flial love 
And confidence are his unfailing treaſure, 

And every honeſt man his faithful guard, 

' "Tanczep, 

A general face of grief oerſpreads the city. 
] mark'd the people, as I hither came, 
In crowds aſſembled, ſtruck with ſilent forrow, 
And pouring forth the nobleſt praiſe of tears. 
Thoſe, whom remembrance of their former woes, * 


And long experience of the vain illafions ＋ 
Of youthful hope, had into wiſe conſent 0; 

And fear of change corrected, wrung their hands, ' Re 

And often caſting up their eyes to heaven, Sh 

Gave ſign of fad conjecture. Others ſhew'd, Af 

Athwart their grief, or rea] or affected, 

A gleam of expectation, from what chance Yo 


Abd change might bring. A mingled murmor ru 
Along the ſtreets ; and, from the lonely court 
Of him who.can no more aſſiſt their fortunes, . 


I ſaw the courtier-fry, with eager haſte, | 80¹ 
All hurrying to Cogffantia. Co 
SHFFREDI, By 

Noble youth ! Gi 

joy to hear from thee theſe juſt reflections, Th 


| Worthy of riper years—But if they ſeek | Th 
125 Conſſ antis, 


ti, 


SIGISMUNDA 103 


Con/iantia, traſt me, they miſtake their courſe. 
Tancaed, 

How ! Is ſhe not, my lord, the late king's liſters 

Heir to the crown of Sicily P the laſt 

Of our fam'd Norman line, and now our queen ? 


Siyrnepr, | 
Tancred, tis true; 3 ſhe is the late king” $ lifter, : 
The ſole ſurviving offspring of that tyrant 
William the Bad—ſo for his vices ſtil'd; 
— ſpilt much noble blood, and ſore oppreſs'd 
Th' exhauſted fand: W r grievous wars aroſe, 
And many a dire convulſion ſhook the fate. 
When he, whoſt death Stena mourns to-day, 
1 ill:am, who has and well deſery*d the name 
Of Good, ſucceeding to his father's throne, 
Reliev'd his country's woe - Hut to return 
She is the de king's fiſter, born ſome months 
nnn 
* Tunc nir 
You a erp rr 6 then veer pac 
To a whe wt: 0 
| Usb 1 
Come nearer, noble Tunes 
Son of my care! I muſt, on this occaſion, 
Conſult thy generous heart; which, when end 
By rectitude of mind and honeſt virtue, ö 
Gives better. eoanſel than the hoary head 


Then know, there lives a prince, here in Palermo, 


The lineal offspring of our famqus hero, 
F 4 Roger 
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Roger the Firffs :- „Aa 11 13471 
TAKXCRED, 
Great Heaven !—How far remov'd 
Fran that our mighty founder ? 9974 
| SIFFREDI, 
| His great grandſon: : 
"500 from his eldeſt ſon, who died n, 
Before his father. 


11 4 


Tanxcren, 
Ha ! the prince you mean | 
Is he not Manfred's ſon ? The generous, brave, 
Unhappy Manfred ! whom the tyrant wen 
You juſt now mention'd, not content to wad : 
Of his paternal crown, threw inta voy. 
And infamouſly murder d? $5532) 060 
3 | 
Yes—the ſame. 
Tanen zs. 1 2: 
By Heavens! I joy fat exr Mirae reign, 
The world's ſole light amidſt theſe 


Paſs to the feeble diſaff— But this prince 
Where has he lain/conceal'd ?. + - | 


SIT III. | 

Lot | forte zn. "The las gra king 
By noble pity. monde contriv'd to fave hm 
From his dire father's unrelenting rage, 4 1 
And had him rear d in private, as became 
* . with high and n nurture. 
Till 


urbarous ages! 
Yet rears its head; and ſhall not, from the lance, 


— ee eee 


5 


hd — CQO,» 


ww 
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Till now, too young to rule a troubled ſtate, ht 


By civil broils moſt miſerably torn, — : - 
He in his ſafe retreat has lain conceal'd, }. . 
His birth and fortune to himſelf unknown; 
But when the dying king to me entruſted, 
As to the chancellor of the F his n 
His ſucceſſor he nam d him. | | 
Tenn. e 
Happy et 
— ther will triumph o'er his father's be, ö 
er haughty a and the tyrant's davghter; t 
-SreyxzorT, | 
Ay, that is what I dread—thar hear of youth x; 
There lurks, I fear, perdition to the kate, 
I dread the horrors of rekindled' war: 3 
Tho' dead, the tyrant ſtill is to be fear d; :; 
His daughter's party flill is ſtrong, and numero: 4 
Her friend, earl ond, conſtable of Sicih, 
Experienc'd; brave, high- horn, of mighty Bae 
Better the prince and · princeſs ſhould by marriage 
Unite their friends, their intereſt and their claims; 
Then will the peace and wellave of the land 
On-a u W 694% 23 
| Tancxty. x: S 
My lord S ea, 
If by myſelf I of this prince may judge;. 
That ſcheme wilFſcarce ſucceed—Your prudent age 
In vain will counſel, if the heart forbid it— © 
But whereſore fear? The ee clearly his 
. 


— 
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PS LU a l 3 on _ ws = 
—— -" Yr = K za 


196 TAN CRE D ad 


And, under your direction, with each man 

Of worth, and ſtedſaſt loyalty, to hack _ 

At once the king's appointment and his birthright, 

There is no ground for fear. They have ERR 

Againſt th' aſtoniſh'd ſons of violence, 

Who fight with awful juſtice on their fide. - | 

All Sicily will rouſe, all faithful hearts 

Will range themſelves around prince Manfred 's ſon- 

For me, I here devote me to the ſervice 

Of this young prince; I every drop of blood 

Will loſe with joy, with tranſport in his cauſe— 
Pardon my warmth—but that, my lord, will never 

To this deciſion come Then find the Prince ; 

Loſe not a moment to awaken in him N 

The royal ſoul, Perhaps he now deſponding 

Pihes in a corner, and laments his fortune; 

That in the narrower bounds of private life 

He muſt confine his aims, thoſe ſwelling virtues. 

Which from his noble father he inherits, . 


| Siri. 
Perkage, regardleſs, i in the common Wong 
Of youth he melts, in vanity and love., 
But if the ſeeds of virtue glow within him, 
I will awake a bigher ſenſe, a love 
That graſps the loves and happineſs of millions, 

TAN. 

V hy chat ſurmiſe? Or ſhould he love, ae, 
] doubt not, it is nohly, which will raiſe 
And animate his virtue O permit me 


75 
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To plead the cauſe of youth Their virtue oſtt 
In pleaſure's ſoft enchantment lull'd. a while, f 
Forgets itſelf ; it Geeps and gayly dreams, - 

Till great accaſion rouſe it: Then all flame, | 
It walks abroad, with heightep'd foul and — 
And by the change aſtaniſhes the world. 

Even with a kind'of ſympathy, I feel | 

The joy that waits this prince; when all the powerts, 
Th' expanding heart can wiſh, of doing goods || 
Whatever ſwells ambition, or exales_ WES 

The human ſoul inta divine emotions, -. 

All crowd at once e him. 


$a leg) 


—— 


Sirio £ 
Ah, my Temes, 
Nothing @ 1 0 as in ſpeculations - TENETS 
And at a diſtance ſeen, the courſe of honour, 
A fair delightful champain firew'd with flowers. 
But when the practice comes; when our fond paſſions,. 
Pleaſure, and pride, and ſelf-indulgence, throw | 
Their magic duſt around, the proſpect roughens :. 
Then dreadful paſſes, araggy mountains riſe, 
Cliffs to be ſcal d. and-torrents to be ſtemm d 
Then toil. enſues, and perſeverance ſtezrng: 
And endleſs combats with our groſſer ſenſe, 
Oft loſt, and oſt renew d z and generbus paity. '. 
For others felt ; and harder leſſon ſtilll | 
Our honeſt bliſs for others ſacrific'd ; - 
And all the rugged taſł of virtueiquails T2210 
The ſtouteſt heart of common: re ν,,ʒw f. 
F 6 : Pow: 
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Few get above this turbid ſcene of ſtriſe. ( 
Few gain the fummit, breathe that pureſt air, ' 1 
That heavenly ether, which untroubled ſees. 1 
The ſtorm of vice and paſſion b ang 11 0 
| of o HL 
L 


| Taue. 
5 Mott true, my lord. But why thus — 
You ſeem to doubt this prince. 4 know him not.” s 
Yet oh, methinks, my heart could anſwer for him! 
The juncture is ſo high, ſo ſtrong the gale v 
That blows from heaven, as thro* the deadeſt ſoul ] 
Might breathe the godlike energy er 24 54 Y 
1 
8 


Sirrand t. % 202 $5. 244015 | 


Hear him, immortal ſhades of his 1 fathers!— 
Forgive me, Sir, this trial of your heart: 


Thou ! Thou art he! | | 22 Mes 0) din It 

' dn} 564416 8 ts bat 

fai! fo, 

Ta ar] 2 dass. 9945-610 5 1 
iſe  oanyt ue eee T 
Thos art the many of an he many thouſands: v 
That toil upon the boſom of this iſie T 
By Heaven elected to command the reſt, :-- E 
To rule, you them, and ca make them happy! | T 
ofen d fl ns 0114 Y 
e father! I the laſt ſupport 101 In 
Of the fam'd Norman line, that re Y N 
I! who this morning wander'd forth an orphan, Br 
Outcaſt of all but thee, my ſecond father ! T 


Thus call'd to glory! to the firſt great le: r 
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Of human kind O wonder - working Hand 

That, in majeſtic ſilence, ſways at will 

The mighty movements of unbounded nature; 

O grant me, Heaven! the virtues to ſuſtain | 

This awful burden of ſo many heroes 

Let me not be exalted into ſhame, 

Set up the worthleſs pageant of vain grandeur; 
Meantime I thank the jaſtice of the king, 

Who has my right bequeath'd me. Thee, Sir, 

] thank I n&er enough can thank thee! _ 

Yes, thou haſt been—thop art—ſhalt be my father . 

Thou ſhalt direct my unexperienc'd years, 


Shalt be the ruling bead, and I the Band. 1 
S1yykEDL, 
t is enough for me—to ſee my ſovereign 80 
Aſſert his virtues, and maintain his honour, H 
Tired. 44 Fa 


| think, my lord, you ſaid the king committed 
To you his will. I hope it is not clogg d. 
With any baſe conditions, any clauſes, 

To tyrannize my heart, and to Conffantia 
Enſlave my band devoted to another. 

The hint you juſt now gave of that alliance, 


You muſt imagine, wakes my fear. But know, 1 


In this alone I will not bear diſpute, ß, 
Not even from thee, Sfredi Let the:council - : | 
Be ſtrait aſſembled, and the will there open d: 


Thence iſſue ſpeedy orders to convene, 43 
This day ere noon, the ſenate: where thoſe barons, 
Who 


_ VT . 


ZBut what is fortune to the wiſi of love? 
A miſerable bankrupt O tis poor, "Ib 

'Tis ſcanty all, whate'er we can beſtow ! Ye 
: ri kings is dee and want 
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Who now are ĩa Palermo, will attend, 9400 

To pay their ready. homage to the king 

Their pightſul king, who claims his native eromn, 

And will not be a king by pr, 
rpg. % „„ 5 

I go, my liege. But once again permit me 1 350 

To tell ou Now, now, is the trying nite 

That mult determine of your future reign... 

O with heroic rigour watch your heart! 

And to the ſovereign duties of the king, 

Th' unequal'd pleaſures of a. God e on earth, 

Submit the common joy's.. the common paſſiong, | 

Nay, even the virtues of the private man. 

ANCRED. 5 

Of chat no more. They not oppoſe, but aid, 

Invigorate, cheriſh, and reward each other. 

The kind ä Wiſdom 1 is no tyrant, 
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: 1 * ad. Fr 9 
Now, generous Sigi, comes nn. 
Fo ſhew my love was not of thine. unworthy, 
When fortune bade me bluſh to look to thee, . | 


= OI 5 = 9 .Jg 
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Quick, let me find her | taſte that higheſt joy, 
Th' exalted heart can know, the mixt effuſion 
Of gratitude and love '—Bebold, ſhe comes! 


F | % 


SCENE VL. 


Tauenxp, S1GI1SMUNDA.. 
Taue. 

My fluttering foul was all on wing to find thee, 
My love! my Sigi/munda / 

$1613munDa. 

| O my Farend 
Tell me; when! means this myſtery and gloom: 
That lowrs around? juſt now, involy'd in thought, 
My father ſhot athware me—You, my lord, 
Seem ſtrangely mov d-] fear ſome dark event 
From the king's death to trouble our repoſe, 
That tender calm; we in the woods of Belmont 
So happily enjoy'd—Explain is bam, 
What means it? Say. N 
Taxcaze, 


It means that we are happy! 


Beyond our moſt romantic wiſhes happy! 
© $1G18MUNDA, 
You but perplex me more. 2 hoot 


U 
I ol 


TancnirD. 


_—_— 


202 TANCRED od 


TancreD,' . 
| It means, my faireſt! 
That thou art queen of Sicily; and I 
The happieſt of mankind! than monarch more! + 
Becauſe with thee I can adorn my throne. 
Manfred, who fell by tyrant Wilkam's rage, 
Fam'd Roger's Soca] mm was my father. 
| [ Paufing, 
You droop, =y I; dejected on a ſudden ; 
You ſeem to mourn my fortune The ſoft tear 
Springs in thy eye O let me kifs it — 


— 
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Why * my ems 548 T] 
1503 1 - SUGSMUNDA, Te 
Royal W 80 


None at your glorious fortune can like me 
Rejoice; yet me alone, of all 8 
It makes INT | 


"IS 


Taten zd. | 
en 7 ſhould hate iv then ! 110 
Should throw, with ſcorn, the ſplendid ruin from mel 
No, Sigi/munda, tis my hope with thee ' 
To ſhare whence it draws its richeſt value. 
SiorsnuNDb |. 

You are my iy e at humble-diſtince—— 

TanckED, 
Thou art my queen ! the ſovereign of my ſoul! 
Yoa never reign'd with ſuch triumphant luſtre; 
Such winning charms as now ; yet, thou art fill, 

The dear, the tender, generous Sigi/munda./' 
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Who, with a heart exalted far above 
Thoſe ſelfiſh' views that charm the common breaſt, 
<toop'd from the height of life and courted beauty, 
Then, then, to love me, when I ſeem'd of fortune 
The hopeleſs outcaſt, when I had no friend, 
None to protect and own me but thy father. 
And would'ſt thou claim all to thyſelf? 
Canſt thou thy Tancred deem fo dully form 'd, 
Of ſuch groſs clay, juſt as I reach the point— 
A point my wildeſt hopes could never image 
In that great moment, full of every virtue, 
That I ſnhould then ſo mean a tzaitor prove 
To the beſt bliſs, and hanour of mankind, 
So much diſgrace, the human heart, as then, 
For the dęad form of flattery and pomp. 
The faithleſs joys, of courts,.to.quit kind truth, 
The cordial ſyeets of friendſbip and of love, 
The life of life l my all, my Sigi / 
I could upbraid thy fears, call them unkind, . 
Cruel, unjuſt, am ontrage to my ee 10 
Did they not 3 love. 9 

1 nene. et 
1125120] withas biak not, ay land, 
That to ſuch enter denies can deſcend: © 
Your heart, I know, diidaits the little thought 
Of changing with the vain external change 
Of circumſtance-and fortane. Rather thence 
t would, with riſing ardour; greatly feel | 
A noble pride to ſhew itſelf theiſame. | 1 | 
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But, ah! the hearts of kings are not their own. / 


There is a haughty duty that fubjefts. them 


To chains of tate, to wed the public welfare, 
And not indulge the tender private virtues. _ 
Some high-deſcended princeſs, who will bring 
New power and intereſt to-your throne, wn pony 


Your eyes e v Conflantia— 
© Taxenud.| 3 1 er 
of | 26. 1h ee n 


O dune Mar not! Were [ this moment free! 
And diſengag'd as he Who never felt © © 
The powerful eye of beauty, never fights} / 
For matchlefs worth ke thine, 1 mould abhor 
All thoughts of that afliance. Her feld father 


Moſt baſely merder'd mine; and ſhe, e 


Supported by his barbarous party ſtil. 
His pride inherits, his imperious ſpirit, 


And inſolent pretenſtons to my t bone. 
And canſt thou deem me then ſo e 65 


So cool. a traitor to my father's blood. 
As from the prudent cowardice'ofiftme-''  \| 1! 
E' er to ſubmit to-ſuch a baſe-prgpoſal ? _ 
Deteſted thought! O doubly, doubly hateful'! 
From the two ſtrongeſt paſſions ; from averſion ' 
To this Conflartia—and from. — 
Cuſtom; tis true, a venerable tyras t 
O'er ſervile man extends her blind elaine! 


The pride of kings enſlaves them ; their ambition, 


Or intereſt, lords it O er the better paſons, 


But 
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But vain their talk, maſk'd under ſpecious words 
Of tation, duty, and of public good: 
They whom juſt Heaven has to a throne exalted, 
To guard the rights and liberties of others, 
What duty binds them to betray their own ? 
For me, my free- born heart ſhall bear no dictates, 
But thoſe af truth and honour ; wear no chains, 
Put the dear chains of love and Sigs/mandal 
Or if indeed my choice muſt be directen 
By views of public good, whom ſhall I chuſe 
So fit to grace, to dignify a crown, 
And beam ſweet mercy on a happy people, 
As thee, my love ? whom place upon my throne 
But thee, deſcended from the good Sifrad; / 
'Tis fit that heart be thine; which drew from him 
Whate'er can make it worthy thy acgeptance.--- . 
© BrotrmunDa. 


Ceaſe, ceaſe, to raife my hopes above my duty: . 


Charm me no more, my Tancred O that we 


In thofe bleſt woods, where firſt you won my foul, © 


Had paſs'd our gentle days: far from the toil | 
And pomp of courts? Such is the wiſh of love ; 
Of love, that, with delightful weakneſs, knows 
No bliſs and no ambition but itſell. 


But, in the world's full light, thoſe charming drones, 


Thoſe fond iHufions vaniſh, Awful duties, 
The tyranny of men, even your own heart, 
Where lurks a ſenſe your paſſion ſtifles now, 
And proud imperious honour call you from me. 


Tu 


r 
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"Tis all in vain—You cannot huſh a voice 
That murmurs here—1 muſt not be perſuaded ! 
1 'TancRED, 4tneeling. 

Hear me, thou ſoul of all my hopes and wiſhes : 1 
And witneſs, Heaven! prime ſource of love and joy! 
Not a whole warring world combin'd againſt me; 
Its pride, its ſplendor, its impoſing forms, 
Nor intereſt, nor ambition, nor the face © | 
Of ſolemn ſtate, not even thy father's wiſdom, . 
Shall ever ſhake my faith to. Sigr/munde / 

1 rumpets and acclamations beard, 
But, hark the public voice to duties call me, 
Which with unweary'd zeal I will diſcharge; 
And thou, yes thou, ſhalt be my bright reward 
Yet—ere I goto huſh thy lovely fears, 

a Take this blank, 


Sign'd with my name, and give it to thy father :] 


Tell him 'tis my command, it be fill'd up, 
With a moſt ſtrict and ſolemn mazriage-contraRt, 
How dear each tie! how charming to my ſoul 
That more unites me to my Sigi/munda. 1 


For theoand en beds tings: Sr © 
Is all the bliſs which ſovereign power can gives 
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ACT n. SCENE I. 
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$1yynEDI alone, 
O far tis well—The late king's will proceeds 
Upon the plan I counſe'd; that prince Tanerra 
Shall make Confaxtia partner of his throne. 
O great, O wiſh'd event l whence the dire ſeeds 
Ct dark inteſtine broils, of civil war, 
And all its dreadful miſeries and crimes, 
Shall be for ever rooted from the land. 
May theſe dim eyes, long blaſted by the rage 
Of cruel faction and my country's woes, 
Tir'd with the toils and vanities of life, 
Behold this period, then be clos'd in peace! 

But how this mighty obſtacle ſurmount, 
Which love has thrown betwixt? Love, that difturbs 
The ſchemegof wiſdom ſtill; that, wing d with paſſion, 
Blind and impetuous in its fond purſuits, 

Leaves the grey-headed reaſon far behind, 

Alas! how frail the ſtate of human bliſs ! 

When even our honeſt paſſions oft deſtroy it. 

I was to blame, in ſolitude and ſhades, 


Infectious 
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Infectious ſcenes! to truſt their youthful hearts, 
Would I had mark 0 the riſing flame! that now 
Burns out with forte My 
Her paſſion for the king; ſhe trembling own'l it, 
With prayers and tears and tender ſupplications, 
That almoſt ſhook my firmneſs—Ant this blank, 
Which his raſh fendneſs gave her, ſhews how much, 
To what a wild extravagance he loveg— _ 

I ſee no means—it foils my deepeſt thought— 
How to controut this madneſs of the king, 
That wears the face of virtue, and will thence - 
Diſdain reſtraint, will from his generous heart 
Borrow new rage, even ſpeciouſly oppoſe 

To reaſon reaſon—But it muſt be done. 

My own advice, of which I more and more 
Approve, the, tri conditions of the will, 

Highly demand his marriage with Conflantia; 

Or elſe her party has a fair pretence—— 

Andall, at once, is horror and con ſuſion 
How iſſue from this maze?—The crowding baron: 
Here ſummon'd to the palace, meet already, 

To pay their homage, and confirm the will. 

On a few moments hangs the public fate, 

On a few haſty moments— Ha] there ſhone 1 

A gleam of hope — Ves — with this very paper 

J yet will ſave him—Necefſary meane p 
For good and noble ends can ne'er be wrong, 

In that refiſtlefs, that peculiar caſe, 


Deceit is truth and virtue Hut how hold 
: 2 8 This 
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his lion in the toil ?—O TI will form it 

Of ſuch a fatal thread, twiſt it fo, ſtrong 

ith all the ties of honour and of duty, 

hat his moſt deſperate fury ſhall not break 

he honeſt ſnate Here is the royal hand 

will beneath it write a perfect, fall, 

And abſolute agreement ta the will ; 

hich read before the nobles of the realm 
ſſembled, in the ſacred face of Sicily, 25 
onflantia reſent, every heart ind eye 

Fix'd on their monarch, every tongue applauding,. 
je muſt ſubmit, his dream of love muſt vaniſh— ' 
It ſhall be done re me, I know, tis ruin; 

Pat ſafety to the public, to the king. | 

I will not reaſon more, | will not liften mo 
Even ta the yoice of bonour—No't tis fr | | 
here devote me for 1 my prince and cauntry; 
them be fafe; and let me nobly periſh ! | 
Behold earl O/mond comes ; without whoſe ad 
ly ſchemes are all in vain. F | 


% 
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SCENE 1. 
» - Os8MoND, SIFFREDI, 
OzMond, A, 
My lord Set, 
1 from the council haſten'd to Canſtantia, oy 
And haye accompliſh'd what we there propos d. 
The princeſs to the will ſubmits her claims. . 
She with her preſence means to grace the ſenate, 
And of your royal charge young Ti ancred's hand 
Accept. At firſt, indeed, it ſhock'd her hopes | 
Of reigning ſole, this new ſurprizing ſcene 
Of Manfred's ſon, appointed by the king 
With her joint heir But 1 ſo fully thew'd 
The juſtice of the caſe, the public good 
And ſure eftabliſh'd peace which thence would d 
Join'd to the ſtrong neceſſity that urg'd her, 
If on Sicilia's throne ſhe meant to fit, © 
As to the wiſe diſpoſal of the will 
Her high ambition tam'd. Methought, beſides, 
I could diſcern that not from prudence merely 
She to this choice ſubmitted, 
| Siyen EDI» 
Noble O/mond, 
You have in this done to the public great 
And ſignal ſervice, Yes, I muſt avow it; 
This frank and May inſtance of your zeal, 
3 5 


In ſuch a trying eriſis of the ſtate, | 
hen intereſt and ambition might have warp'd 
our views; I own, this truly generous virtue 
pbraids the raſhneſs of my former judgment. 

'  Os8monD, 
F:fredi, no. To you belongs the praiſe ; 
he glorious work is yours. Had I not ſeiz'd, 
mprov'd the wiſh'd occaſion to root out 
diviſion from the land, and ſave my country, 
had been baſe, been infamous for ever, 


That by the barbarous ſword of civil war 

ad fallen inglorious, owe their lives; to you 
he ſons of this fair iſle, from her firſt peers 
Down to the ſwain who tills her golden plains, 
we their ſafe homes, their ſoſt domeſtic hours, 
and thro' late time poſterity ſhall bleſs you, 

ou who advis'd this will—l bluſh to think, 
have ſo long oppos'd the beſt good man 

n Sicily=— With what impartial care 

Dught we to watch o'er prejudice and paſſion, 
or truſt too much the jaundic'd eye of party! 
enceforth its vaia deluſions I renoance, 

ts hot determinations, that confine 

l merit and all virtue to itſelf. | 

o yours I join my hand; with yon will own 
0 intereſt and no party but my country. 

lor is your friendſhip only my ambition: 

here is a dearer name, the name of father, 
Vor. IV. SS 1::Þ 


[is you, my lord, to whom the many thouſands, 
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- $0 frank and warm, to what I long have wiſh'd, 


Will chere begin a new auſpicious era. 
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By which I ſhould rejoice to call S redi. 
Your daughter's hand would to the public wear 


Unite my private happineſs. 
S1FFREDI, 


| My lord, 
You have my glad conſent. To be allied 
To yaur diſtinguiſh'd family, and merit, 
I ſhall eſteem an honour. From my ſoul 
1 here embrace earl O/mond as my friend, 
And ſon, f 


— 
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| OsmonD. 
You make him happy. This ſent, | 


Engages all my gratitude ; at once. 
In the firſt bloſſom, it matures our 

I from this moment vow myſelf the friend, 
And zealous ſervant of S;fredi's houſe, 


Enter an Officer belonging to the Court, 


Orricer 70 Siffredi. 
The king, my lord, demands your m_y preſence 
SIFFREDI, 
J will attend him ſtrait—Farewel, my lord: 
The ſenate meets: there, a ſow moments hence, 
I will rejoin you. 


Osuonο. 
| There, my noble lord, 
We will complete this ſalutary work, 
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Orntgxy: alone, 

Feu. mend daughter, to my withes< 

But does ſhe give | ; herſelf? Gay, young, and "Hatter? 
Perhaps engag'd, will ſhe her youthful heart * 
jeld to my harſher, uncomplying years ? 

am not form d, by flattery and praiſe, oo 

By ſighs and tears, and all the Wbining trade 

f love, to ſeed a fair-one” 8 vanity 1 | 
o charm at once and {poil her.. Theſe ſoft arts 
Nor ſuit my years nor temper ;, theſe be left _ 

o boys and doating age, A prudent father, 

y nature charg'd to guide and rule her choice, 
Reſigns his daughtef to a huſband's power, 

Vho with ſuperior, dignity, with reaſon, 2 

and manly tenderneſs, will ever loye her; 

ot firſt a kneeling fave, and then A tyrant. 
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[y lords, 1 greet you well. This wondrous % 
ſnites us all in amity and friendſhip. er 

t meet to-day with open hearts and looks, 
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Not gloom'd by party, ſcouling on each other, 
But all the children of one happy iſle, | 
The ſocial ſons of liberty. No pride, 

No paſſion now, no thwarting views divide us: 
Prince Manfred's line, at laſt, to William's.join 0. 
Combines us in one family of brothers. 
This to the late good king's well - order d will, 
And wiſe Siffredi's generous care we owe. 

I truly give you joy. Firſt of you all, 

I here renounce thoſe errors and divifions | 
That have ſo long diſturb'd our peace, and feem'( 
Fermenting ſtill, to threaten new commotions— | 

By time inſtructed let us not diſdain 
To quit miſtakes. We all, my lords, have err'd. 
Men may, I find, be honeſt, tho” they differ. 
iſt Baron, 
Who follows not, my lord, the fair example 
You ſet us all, whate'er be his pretence, . 1 

Loves not with fingle and unbias'd heart 

His OF as he ought, 
2d Baron. | 

O beauteous Peace! Tl 
Sweet union of a ſtate! What elſe, but thou, W 
Gives ſafety, ſtrength, and glory to a people 
I bow, lord conſtable, beneath the ſnow Pre 
Of many years; yet in my breaſt revives J 
A youthful flame, Methinks, I ſee again I 
Thoſe gentle days renew'd, that bleſs'd our ile, 
Ere by this — fury of divison, * 
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Worſe than our H moſt deſtructive fires, 
t deſolated ſunk. Iſee our plains . 
Unbounded waving with the gifts of harveſt ; 
Our ſeas with commetce throng'd, our buſy ports 
With chearful toit, Our Zana blooms afreſh ; 
Afﬀreſh the ſweets of thymy Hybla flow. 
Our nymphs and ſhepherds, ſporting in each vale, 
Inſpire new ſong, and wake the paſtoral reed— 
The tongue of age is fond—Come, come, my ſons ; 
1 long to ſee this prince, of whom the world 
Speaks. largely well—His father was my friend, 
The brave _ 8 my eds 3 


Two o Ormeans, ning f the Crowd, 


" dio of i Crowd. ry 
Shew us kg: 8 5 
few, who loyd the 8 
in behold him Giye us way. 
If Or rica. 
Pray, — give back—it muſt not be — 
Give back, I pray on ſuch a glad occHHéLtêtn 
] would not ill entreat the loweſt of you, 
ad Mix of the Crowd.  _ 
Nay, give us but a glinipſe of our young king. 
G 3 We 


The valiant Ma: 
We ner we 
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We more than any baron of A 
Will pay him true Allegiance. | 
2d QvFicgs. ' 
1. ae 
You cannot paſs. this way—We have ſtriet orders, 
To keep for him himſelf, 6? for the barons, - 
All theſe apartments clear—G 9 to the gate 
That fronts the ſea— You there will kind Hipifon 
„ Abc bing bo 50 
Long ls ki San Max's Gn ese! 
H days a 
yl Giese, ak ui 147 
I do not lng at their rage gf enad Nia 
He is a brave and amiable prince. 
When in my lord Si dA houſe. dlin'd, ...........- 
Ere by his favour I obtain'd this office, | 
I there remember well the young count Taxcred 
To ſee him and to love him were the E. 
He was ſo noble in his ways, yer: tilt + .' 
So affable and mild Well, yell 4. 
Yet "oY . DER * e 
tos en, 


t OY 3 p 
We have ſcen ſad and ron F times enough. * 
cu addi fen ten, . 
N rag leiden 
0 A Ortes. b! 
Friend, af that I greatly doubt, 
Or late gr led aſhes danger, 
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The gentle Sigi/munda bas his heart. | 
If one may judge by kindly cordial looks, 
And fond aſſiduous care to pleaſe each other, 
Moſt certainly they love O be they bleſt, 
As they deſerve! It were great pity aught _ 
Should part & matchleſs pair: the glory he; 
And ſhe the blooming grace of Sicily / 

2d Orca. 
My lord Roda/pho comes. 


— 4 — 


SCEN E VI. 
—— fon te Sa. 


Robot in | 
My honeſt: friends, 

You may retire. [Officers go outs 

A ftorm is in the wind. 
This Will perplexes all. No, Taxcred never 
Can ſtoop to theſe conditions, which at once 
Attack his rights, his Konour, and his love. 
Thoſe wiſe old men, thoſe plodding grave ſtate pedants,- 


Forget the courſe of youth; their crooked prudence,. 


To baſeneſs verging till, forgets to take 

Into their fine-ſpun ſchemes the generous heart, 

That thro the cobweb ſyſtem barking fays 

Their labours waſte—S0o will this buſineſs prove, 

Or. I miſtake.the king back from the pomp 
G-4, 
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He ſeem'd at firſt to ſhrink ; and round his brow 
I mark'd a gathering cloud, when by his fide, 
As if defign'd to ſhare the public homage, | 
He ſaw the tyrant's daughter. But confeſs'd, 
At leaſt to me, the doubling tempeſt frown'd, 
And ſhook his ſwelling boſom, when he heard 
Th? unjuſt, the baſe conditions of the will, 
Uncertain, toſt in cruel agitation, ; 
He oft, methought, addreſs d himſelf to ſpeak 
And interrupt Siffredi ; who appear d, 
With conſcious haſte, to dread that interruption, ' 
And hurry d on—Rut hark ! I hear a,noiſe, 
As if th' aſſembly roſe—Ha l Sigifnunds, 
Oppreſs'd with genie N in penſive forrow, 
Paſſes along — - 
[Sigiſmunda and 4 paſs thro 
back ſcene. Laura advances, 


— 


SCENE vn. 


 RopoLyno, Lavna, 


Laura, 
Your high-prais'd friend, the king, 
Is falſe, moſt vilely falſe ! The meaneſt flave 
Had ſhown a nobler heart; nor groſsly thus, 
By the firſt bait ambition ſpread, been gull d. 
He Manfred's ſon | away! it cannot be! 


9 1 


SIGISMUND A. fi 
The ſon of that brave prince could u er betray 
Thoſe rights ſo long uſurp'd from his great fathers, 
hich he, this day, by ſuch amazing fortune, 
ad juſt regain'd ; he ne'er could ſacrifice. 
Il faith, all honour, gratitude and love, 
yen juſt reſentment of his father's fate, 
\nd pride itſelf ;/ whate'er exalts a man 
Above the groveling ſons of peaſant-mud, 
all in a moment—And for what? why truly, 
or kind permiſſion, gracious leave, to fit 
On his own throne with tyrant William's nder! 
Ro bol r no. 
ſtand amaz d - Vou ſurely wrong him, W 
here muſt be ſome miſtake. 
Laus. 
7 There can be none! 
Hedi read Wis an and free conſent 
Before th' applauding ſenater: True indeed, 
call remain of ſhame, a timorous weakneſs, . 
| ven daſtardly in falſhood, made him blaſh 
o act this ſcene in Sigi/munda's eye, 
Who ſunk beneath his perfidy and baſeneſs. 
Hence, till to-morrow he adjourn'd the ſenate— 
To-morrow fix'd with infamy to crown him 
Then, leading of his gay triumphant princeſs, 
He left the poor unhappy Si 
To bend her trembling ſteps to that ſad home 
His faithlefs vows will render hateful to her 
He comes — Farewel -I cannot bear his preſence! 


e 
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2 TAKE * 
SCENE vu. 


Ta NCRED, ——— Rovourno.. 


Taxcaep entering to-Siffredi.. 
Avoid me, hoaxy traitor !—(50, Rydoiphe, 
Give orders that all paſſages this way _ 
Be ſhut—Defend me from a hateful world, 
The bane of peace and honour—then return— 
What! doſt thoꝝ haunt me till? O 
Unparallel'd indignity | Juſt Heaven! 
Was ever king, Was ever man ſo treated? 
So trampled into baſeneſs | 
S1FFRBDIe- 
Here, my liege, 
Here firike ! I nor deſerve, nox aſk. for . 
| | Taxcaagn. 
Diſtraction O my ſoul—Holg, realpp, holds 
Thy giddy, ſeat—Q this . | 
—_ thought! 
SIFFREDI. / 


Exterminate thy ſervant?” -, 


;  Fancagp, e. 

All, all but this F-cauld have horge· hut this! . 
T his daring inſolence beyond exam plett 
This murderous firoke that ſtabs my peace far ever! 
That wounds me there—there! here the human bears 
Moſt mitte feel — 


Sirrxte, 
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SiryaeDI, 
; O bear it not, 

My _ lord! appeaſe on me. your vengeance! 

TancreD. 
Did ever tyrant image aught ſo crael ! 
The loweſt ſlave that crawls upon the earth, 
Robb'd of each cdmfort Heaven beſtows on mortals,» 
On the bare ground, has ſtill his virtue left, 1 
The ſacred treaſures of an honeſt heart, * 
Which thou haſt dar'd, with raſh audacious band, 
And impious fraud, in me to violate 


S1FFREDI, 
Behold, my liege, that raſh audacious hand, 
Which not repents its crime—O glorious ! happy f: 
If by my ruin I can ſave your honour. 
TanckeD. 
dach honour I renounce ! with ſovereign "EY 
Greatly deteſt it, and its mean adviſer! 
Haſt thou not dar'd beneath my name to ſhelter 
My name for other purpoſes defign'd,. 
Given from the fondneſs of a faithful heart, 
With the beſt love o'erflowing—haſt thou not 
Beneath thy ſovereign's name baſely preſum _ 
To ſhield a lye? a lye! in public utter d, 
To all deluded Sicily ?- But know, 
This poor contrivance is as weak- as baſe,” 
In ſuch a wretched-tofl none can be held 
But fools and cowards Soon thy flimſy arty,” 
Touch'd by my juſt, my burning indignation, 
| G6- Shal i 
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dall burſt like threads in fame! —Thy -doating 


| / prudence | 
But more = the purpoſe it would ſhake, 

Had my reſolves been wavering and doubtful, 

This would confirm them, make them fix'd as fate; 

This adds the only motive that was wanting 

To urge them on thro' war and deſolation— 

What! marry her! Conftantia / Her! the daughter 

Of the fell tyrant who deſtroy d my father 

The very thought is madneſs ! Ere thou ſeeſt 

The torch of Hynes light theſe hated nuptials, 

Thou ſhalt behold Sicilia wrapt in flames, 

Her cities raz'd, her valleys drench'd with ſlaughter 

Love ſet akde—my pride aſſumes the quarrel, 

. My honour now is up; in ſpite of thee, 

A world combin'd againſt me, I will give 

This ſcatter'd Will in fragments to the winds, 

Aſſert my rights, the freedom of my heart, 

Cruſh all who dare oppoſe me to the-duſt, 

And heap perdition on thee ! . 

- SiryanDI. | 
| Sir, "tis juſt. -- 
Exhauſt on me your rage; I claim it all. 

But for theſe public threats thy paſſion utters, 
Tis what thou canſt not do! 
Tanca zo. 
| I cannot! ha! 
Driven to the dreadful brink of ſuch diſhonour 
| Enough to make the tameſt coward brave, f 


And 
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And into fierceneſs rouſe the mildeſt nature, 
What ſhall . mn who} 


Strat. 
| Thyſelf ! 


TFanerep, 


Away ! dare not to juſtify thy crime ! | 
That, that alone can aggravate its horror, a 
Add inſolence to infolence—perhaps | 
May W my rage forget—— . 
S1FFREDI. 

O let it burſt 
On this grey head devoted to thy ſervice! 
But when the ſtorm has vented all its fury, 


* 


Thou then muſt hear nay more, I know, thou wilt 


Wilt hear the calm, yet ſtronger voice of reaſon, 
Thou muſt reflect that a whole people's ſafety, 
The weal of truſted millions ſhould bear down, 
Thyſelf the judge, thy fondeſt partial pleaſure, 
Thou muſt reflect that there are other duties, 
A nobler pride, a more exalted honour, 

Superior pleaſures far, that will oblige, 
Compel thee, to abide by this my deed, 
Unwarranted perhaps in common juſtice, 

But which Neceſlity, even Virtue's tyrant, 
With awful voice commanded—Yes, thou muſt, 
In calmer hours, diveſt thee of thy love, 
Theſe-common paſſions of the vulgar breaſt, 
This boiling heat of youth, and be a King! 


The 
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The lover of thy people 
TancReD. 

| Truths ill- euploydE 
Abus'd to colour 2 king! a king! 
Yes, I will be a king, but not a ſlave! 
In this will be a king! in this my people 
Shall learn to judge how I will guard their rights;, 
When they behold me vindicatę my own, 
But have I,, ſay, been treated like a king 
Heavens! could I ſtoop to ſuch outrageous uſage, 
I were a-mean, a ſhameleſs wretch, unworthy 
To wield a ſcepter in a land of ſlaves, 
A ſoil abhorr'd of virtue, ſhould belye _ 
My father's: blood, belye thoſe very maxims, 
At other times, you taught my youth—Srf+ed? 7” 

' [he . tone of voice. 


Behold; my prince, behold thy poor old 3 
Whoſe darling care, theſe twenty years, has been 
To nurſe thee up to virtue; who for thee, 

Thy glory and thy-weal, renounces all, 

All intereſt or ambition can pour forth ;- 

What many &felfiſh father would purſue 

Thro' treachery and crimes: bebold him here, 
Bent on his feeble knees, to beg, conjure thee, - 
With tears to beg thee, to controul thy paſſions. 
And fave thylelf, thy. honour, and thy people! 
Kneeling with me-behold the-many thouſands - 


Te 
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To thy protection truſted : Fathers, mothers, 
The ſacred front of venerable age, 

The tender virgin and the hel infant; 
The miniſters of Heaven, thoſe, who maintain, 
Around thy throne, the Sell of rule; 

And thoſe, whoſe labour, ſcorch d by * * and ſun, 
Feeds the rejoicing public : ſee them all, 

Here at thy feet, conjuring thee to fave them, 

From miſery and war, from crimes-and rapine! 

Can there be aught, kind Heaven! in ſelſ· indulgence 
To weigh down'theſe This aggregate of love, 

With which compar'd the deareſt private paſſion 

Is but the waſted duſt upon the balance? 

Turn not away Oh is there not ſome part, 

In thy great heart, ſo ſenſlble to kindneſs, , - 
And generous warmth, ſome nobler part, to feel' 
The prayers and tears of theſe, the mingled voice: 
of Hu and earth. 


TaxcrED; 


There is! and thou bag touch'd its | 


Riſe, riſe, Siffredi—Oh ! thou haſt undone me, 
Uukind old man IO ilkentreated Tancred , 
Which way ſoe'er I turn, diſhonour rears 

Her hideous front and miſery and rain! © 
Was it for this-you took ſack care to farm, mo 
For this imbued me with the quickeſt fenſs. a 
Of ſhame; theſe-finer feelings, that ne'er vex.. 
The common maſs of mortals, dully happy 


* 
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In bleſt inſenſibility ? O rather 


You ſhould haveſear'd my heart; taugkt wel that power | 
And ſplendid intereſt lord it ſtill o'er virtue; 


That, gilded by proſperity and pride, F 
There is no ſhame, no meanneſs : temper'd thus, A 
T had been fit to rule a venal world. | 


Alas ! what meant thy wantonneſs of prudence ? 
Why have you rais d this miſerable conflict 
Betwixt the duties of the king and man ? 

Set virtue againſt virtue - Ah Siffreds / 
"Tis thy ſuperfluous, thy unfeeling idiom; 
That has involy'd me in a maze of error, 
Almoſt beyond retreat - But hold, my ſoul, | 
- Thy ſteady purpoſe—Toft by various paſſions, . 
To this eternal anchor keep—There is, 

Can be no public without private virtue 
Then mark me well, obſerve what I command ;. 
It is the ſole expedient now remaining— 
To-morrow, when the ſenate meets again, 
Unfold the whole, unravel; the deceit; 
Nor that alone, try to repair its miſchief;  _ 
There all thy power, thy. eloquence and intereſt 
Exert, to reinſtate me in my rights, 

And from thy own dark ſnares to diſembroil u who 
Start not, my lord—This muſt and ſhall be done 
Or here, our friendſhip ends—Howe'er diſguis'd, 
Whatever thy pretence, thou art a traĩtor. 

0 | ; | S1yFRID! 
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S1yFRED?. 
er I hould indeed deſerve the name of traitor, 
And even a traitor's fate, had I fo ſlightly, ' 


From principles ſo weak, done what I did, 
As c'er to diſavow it 
| 'FarncreD, : 
Ha! 
S1yFR EDM. 
My liege, 
| Expect not this—Tho' praftis'd long in courts, 
have not ſo far learn'd their ſubtle trade, 
To veer obedient with each guſt of paſſion. 
I bonour thee, I yenerate thy orders, 
But honour more my duty. Nought on earth 
Shall ever ſhake me from that ſolid rock, 
Nor ſmiles nor fromns. | Is 
Tancazy, * or 
You will not wen? 


Siren“. 2 44 * 
g hone 


Tasca. 

Away! 8 0 my Rodolpbo, come, 
And ſave me from this traitor ! Hence, I ſay. 

- WH Avoid my preſence ſtrait! and, know, old man, 
Thou my worſt foe beneath. the maſk of frieadſbip, 
Who, not content to trample in the duſt 
My deareſt rights, doſt with cool inſolence 
Perſiſt, and call it duty; hadſt thou not 


A daughter 
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A daughter that protects thee, thou ſhouldſt feel 
The vengeance thou deſerveſt No reply 
Away! f 


SCENE IX. 
TANCRED, Roporrno. 


| Roporrno. 

What can incenſe my 2 ſo bighly 
| Againk his friend _— A494 

TAXSRAD, A 

; Friend! gene 1 

When I have told thee what this friend has done, 
How play'd me like a boy, a baſe· horn wretch,. 
Who had nor heart nor ſpirit ! thou wilt ſtand: 
Amaz'd, and wondet at my ſtupid patience, 

Robo no. 
] heard, with mixt aftoniſhment and grief, 
'The king's unjuſt diſhonourable will, 
Void in itſelf—l ſaw you ſtung with rage, 
And writhing in the ſnare ;. juſt as 1 went, 
At your command, to wait you here—but that 
Was the yy deed, not his. 

''TancRED, | 

O he advis'd 161 

Theſe many years he has in ſecret hatch'd 
This black contrivance, glories in the ſcheme, 


And 
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And oroudly plumes him with his traiterous virtue. 

But that was nought, Nodolpho, nothing, nothing! 

O that was gentle, blameleſs to what follow'd ! 

had, my friend, to Sigi/munda given, 

To huſh her fears, in the full guſh of fondneſs, 

A blank ſign'd by my hand—and he, O Heavens! 

Was ever ſuch a' wild attempt !—he wrote 

Beneath my name an abſolute compliance 

To this deteſted Will ; nay, dar'd to read it 

Before myſelf, on my inſulted throne 

His idle pageant plac'd—O words are weak 

To paint the pang, the rage, the indignation, 

That whirPd fim thought to thought 7 ner 1 
tempeſt, * 3 185 b : * 

Now on the point to bark, e y .. Na 

Repreſs'd—But in the face of SIC e 

all mad with acclamation, what, Nodolpbo, 

What could 1 do? The ſole relief that roſs 

To my diſtracted mind, was to adjourn - | 

Th' aſſembly till to-marrow—But t6-morrow 

What can be done O it avails not what! 

care not what is done—My only care 

l how to clear my faith to 6igi/aunda. : 

ode thinks me falſe! She caſt a look that kill'd me! Z 

OI am baſe in Sigi/munda's eye! _—_— 

The loweft of mankind, the moſt perfidious! ! 

RopoLea0. 

This was a ſtrain of inſolence indeed, 

A daring outrage of fo ſtrange a nature, 

As ſtuns me quite [24:55 


8 


TANCREDS 


ww ATi r 


2 W = 


140 TA N CRED and 
. 'Ta NCRBED.. 

Curs'd be my timid' . 
That daſh'd not back, that moment in his face, 
The bold preſumptuous lye and curs d this hand! 
That from a ſtart of poor diſſimulation,, . - 
Led off my Sigi/munda' s hated rival, 150 
Ah then! what poiſon'd. by the falſe appearance, 
What, Sigi/munda, were thy thoughts of mel 
How, in the filent bitterneſs of ſoul,. 
How did thou. ſcorn me ! hate mankind, thyſelf, 
For truſting to the vows of faithleſs Taxered 
For ſach I ſeem'd—I was!—The thought diſtraſts me; 
I ſhould have caſt a flattering world aide, 
Ruſh'd.from my throne, before them all avow'd hen 
And ſpurn'd the ſhameful fetters thrown upon it— 
Inſtead of that - confuſion i what I did 
Has clinch'd the chain, confirm'd regu 8 cine, 
And ind · me down to infamy!. by | 9151 

Ro bolr nwo 2 
| My lord; | 

Blame not the conduct, which your ſituation; 
Tore from your tortur'd heart What could you doi 
Had you, fo circumſtanc'd, in open ſenate;  _ 
Before th' aſtoniſh'd public, with no friends 
Prepar'd, no party form'd, affronted thus 
The haughty princeſs and her powerful faction, 
Supported by this Will, the ſudden ſtroke, 
Abrupt and premature, might have recoil'd 
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Upon yourſelf, even your own friends revolted, 
And turn'd at once the public fcale againſt you, 
Beſides, conſider, had you then detected 
nd! In its freſh guilt this action of Sifred?, 
| You muſt with ſignal vengeance have chaſtis'd 
The treaſonable deed—\Nothing ſo mean 
As weak inſulted power that dares not puniſh. 
And how would that have ſuited with your love ? 
His daughter proſent-too.? . Truſt me, your conduct. 
Howe'er abhorrent to a heart like yours, 
Was fortunate and wiſe—Not that I mean 
Fer to adviſe ſubmiſion—— 
| Taucazo. 
Heavens Submiſſion! 
Could [ deſcend to bear it, even in thought, 
Doſpiſe me, you, the world, and Sigi/manda { 
dubmiſſion !-—No | To-morrow's glorious light 
„ dall flaſh diſcovery on the ſcene of baſeneſs. | 
' "Wt Vhatever be the riſque; by Heavens! to-morrow, .. 
I will o'erturn the dirty lye-built ſchemes 
Of theſe old men, and ſhew my faithful ſenate, - + 
That Manfred 's ſon knows to aſſert and wear, 
dot Wich undiminiſh'd dignity, that crown | 
This unexpected day has plac'd upon him. 
But this, my friend, theſe ſtormy guſts of pride, 
Are foreign to my love — Till Sigi/munda 
be diſabus'd, my breaſt is tumult all, 
And can obey no ſettled courſe of reaſon. 
ler her ſtill, I feel her powerful image, 
2 3 That 
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That look, where withreproach complaint was mix d, 
Big with ſoft woe and gentle indignation, 
W hich ſeem'd-at onee to pity and to ſcorn me— 
O let me ſind her! I too long have left 
My Sigi/nunda to converſe with tears, 
A prey to thoughts that picture me a villain, 
But, ahl how, clogg d with this accurſed tate, 
A tedious world, ſhall I now find acceſs ?? 
Her father too Ten thouſand horrors crowd 
Into the wild fantaſtie eye of love 
Who knows what he may do? Come then; my friend, 
And by thy fiſter's hand O let me ſteal 


A letter to her boſom I no longer 
Can bear her abſence, by the juſt contem xt 
She now muſt brand me with, inflam'd to madneſa . 
Fly; my Rodelphe, fly! engage thy ſiſter 
To aid my letter, and this very eve 11 
Secure an interview I Would not bear A 


This rack another day, not for my kingdom? © 
Till then deep-plung'd in ſolitudde and ſhades, | 
Il will not ſee the hated face of man. 92 1 


Thought drives on thought, on paſſione * nll by 
Her ſmiles alone can calm my raging. ſoul; 


De End of the Second Ad. 
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$1615MUNDA- alone, Ating ina diſeonfolate poftures | 


AH tyrant prince! ah more than faithleſs 7. axed? 
* Ungenerous and inhuman in thy falſhood ! 
lada thou, this morning, when my hopeleſs heart, 
ubmiſſive to my fortune and my duty, 
ad ſo much ſpirit left, as to be willing 
To give thee back thy vows, ah! hadſt thou then 
onfeſs'd the ſad neceſſity thy ſtate 

mpos'd upon thee; and withigentle-friendſhip, 

ince we muſt part at laſt, our parting ſoſten d 
ould indeed -I ſhould have been unhappy, 

ut not to this extreme —Amidſt my grief, 

had, with penſive pleaſure, cheriſti d ſtill 

be ſweet remembrance of thy former love, 

roll by image ſtill had dwelt upon my ſoul, 
Ind made our guiltlefs woes not undelightful. 


hus to revive my hopes, to ſoothe my love 

ind call forty all its tenderneſs; then fink me 

n black deſpair What unrelenting pride 

Poſſeſs d 


CT 


jut coolly thus—How couldſt thou be ſo cruel ?— | 
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Poſſeſsd thy breaſt, that thou couldſt bear unmov i 

To ſee me bent beneath a weight of ſhame ? 

Pangs thou canft neverfeel! How couldſt thou drag ay 

In barbarous triumph at a rival's car ?, 

How make me witneſs to a fight of horror? 

That hand, which, but a few ſhort hours ago, 

So wantonly abus'd my ſim ple Faith, 

Before th' atteſting world given to another, 

Irrevocably given !—There was a time, 

When the leaſt cloud that hung upon my brow, 1 

Perhaps imagin'd only, touch'd thy pity. 

Then, brighten'd often by the ready tear, 

Thy looks were ſoftneſs all ; then the quick heart, 

Ia every nerve alive, forgot itſelf, 

And for each other then we felt alone, 

But now, alas thoſe tender days are fled ; 

| Now thou canſtſee me wretched, pierc'd with anguiſh, 
With ſtudied arguiſh of thy own creating, 

Nor wet thy harden'd eye—Hold, let me think— 

I wrong thee ſure ; thou canſt not be ſo baſe, 


1 


As meanly in my miſery to triumph pre 
What is it then ? Why ſhould I ſearch for pain '» rom 
O, 'tis as bad! Tis fickleneſs of nature, uten 
"Tis ſickly love extinguiſh'd by ambition ome 
Ts there, kind Heaven ! no conſtancy in man? vr 

ag 1 


No ſtedfaſt truth, no generous fix d affection, 
That can bear up againſt a ſelfiſh world? | 
No, there is none—Even Taxcred is inconſtant ! 48! 
[Rife 
Hence 


4 Hence! let me fly this ſcene !—Whate'er I ſee, 
heſe roofs, theſe walls, each object that ſurrounds me, 
ire tainted with his vows—But whither fly? 

he groves are worſe, the ſoft retreat of Be/mont, 

6 deepening glooms, gay lawns, and airy — 
vill wound my buſy memory to torture, 

ind all its ſhades will whiſper—faithleſs Tancred/— 
father comes—How, ſank in this diſorder,” 


Shall I ſuſtain his preſence ? | 


* 


ut, ; 
SCENE I. 
SIFFREDI, SIGISMUNDA« 
uiſd, * 
SIFFREDI, 
4 Sigi/munda, 
ly deareſt child ! I grieve to find thee thus 
prey to tears. I know the powerful cauſe 
af o which they flow, and therefore can excuſe them, 
ut not their wilful obſtinate continuance. 
ome, rouſe thee then, call up thy drooping ſpirit, 
me, wake to reaſon from this dream of love, 
ad ew the world thou art Si, daughter, 
$1G15$MUNDA, 
f as! I am unworthy of that name. 
d SiFrFREDI, | 
— tou art indeed to blame; thou haſt too raſbly 


Vol, IV, H Engag d 


2 Mi = # j on — \ 


SI1IGISMUN DA. 145 
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Engag'd thy heart, without a father's ſanction. 


But this I can forgive. The king has virtues, . 
That plead thy full excuſe ; nor was I void 7 
Of blame, to truſt thee to thoſe dangerous virtues, 1 
Then dread not my reproaches. Tho? he blames, Wl , 
Thy tender father pities more than blames thee, 1 
Thou art my daughter ſtill; and, if thy heart 
Will now reſume its pride, aſſert itſelf, 5 
And greatly rife ſuperior to this trial, A, 
I to my warmeſt confidence again 1 
Will take thee, and eſteem thee more my Jaughter, T1 
f SIGISMUNDA, | Or 
o you are gentler far than | deſerve! * 


It is, it ever was, my darling pride, 

To bend my ſoul to your ſupreme commands, 

Your wiſeſt will; and tho' by love betray'd— 

Alas! and puniſh'd too -I have tranſgreſs d 

The niceſt bounds of duty, yet I feel 4 

A ſentiment of tenderneſs, a ſource 

Of filial nature ſpringing in my breaſt, - 

That ſhould it kill me, ſhall controul this paſſion, 

And make me all ſubmiſſion and obedience 

To you my honoured lord, the beſt of father 
SirrREDI. 

Come to my arms, thou comfort of my age ! 

Thou only joy and hope of theſe grey hairs ! 

Come! let me take thee to a parent's heart; 

There, with the kindly aid of my advice, 


Even with the dew. of theſe paternal tears, 
. 2 | Revir 


eviſe 


SIGISMUNDA, 


Revive and nouriſh this becoming ſpirit —= 

Then thou doſt promiſe me, my Sigiſu 

Thy father ſtoops to make it his requeſt— 

Thou wilt reſign thy fond preſumptucus hopes, 

And henceforth never more indulge one thought 

That in the light of love regards: the king ? 
S1GI8MUNDA. . 

Hopes I have none !—TPhoſe by this fatal day 

Are blaſted all But from my ſoul to baniſh 

While weeping memory there retains her ſeat, 

Thoughts which the pureſt boſom might havecheriſh'd, 

Once my delight, now even in anguiſh — 

Is more, alas! my lord, than I can promiſe. 


S141 FFREDIL, 


Abſence and time, the ſoftener of our Md 

Will conquer this. Mean time, I hope from thee 

A generous great effort ; that thou wilt now 

Exert thy utmoſt force, nor languiſh thus 

Beneath the vain extravagance of love. 

Let not thy father bluſh to hear it ſaid, 

His daughter was ſo weak, e' er to admit 

A thought ſo void of reaſon, that a king 

Should to his rank, his honour and his glory, 

The high important duties of a throne, 

ven to his throne itſelf, madly prefer 

\ wild romantic paſſion, the fond child 

Of youthful dreaming thought and vacant hours; 

hat he ſhould quit his heaven-appointed ſtation, 

Deſert his aweful charge, the care of all 
H z 
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The toiling millions which this iſle contains; 
Nay more, ſhould plunge them into war and ruin; I 


And all to ſoothe a ſick imagination, ] 
A miſerable weakneſs —Muſt for thee, F 
To make thee bleſt, Sicilia be unhappy ? 
The king himſelf, loſt to the nobler ſenſe A 
Of manly praiſe, become the piteous heroe 1 


Of ſome ſoft tale; and ruſh on ſure deſtruction? 
Canſt thou, my daughter, let the monſtrous thought 
_Poffeſs one moment thy perverted fancy ? 
Rouſe thee, for ſhame! and if a ſpark of virtue 
Lies lumbering in thy ſoul, bid it blaze forth ; 
Nor fink unequal to the glorious leſſon, 
This day thy lover gave thee from his' home, 
$1G15MUNDA, 
Ah! that was not from virtue !—Had, my father, 
That been his aim, I yield to what you ſay; 
"Tis powerful truth, unanſwerable reaſon, 
Then, then, with ſad but duteous refignation, 
I had ſubmitted as became your daughter; 
But in that moment, when my humbled hopes 
Were to my duty reconcil'd, to raiſe them 
To yet a fonder height than e'er they knew, 
Then rudely daſh them down—There is the Rog! 
The blaſting view is ever preſent to me 
Why did you drag me to a ſight fo cruel ? 
S1PFRED1, 

It was a ſcene to fire thy emulation, 

6 1. 8101. 
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S1G15MUNDA. 
t was a ſcene of perfidy !—But know, 
| will do more than imitate the king 
For he is falſe -I, tho' ſincerely pierc'd 
With the beſt, trueſt paſſion, ever touch'd 
A virgin's breaſt, here vow to Heaven and you, 
Tho' from my heart | cannot, from my hopes 
Io caſt this prince — What would you more, my NAY 
S1yyREDI, . 
Yes, one thing 'more—thy father then is happy— 
Tho” by the voice of innocence and virtue 
AbſcIv'd, we live not to ourſelves alone: 
A rigorous world, with peremptory ſway, 
Subjects us all; and even the nobleſt moſt. 
This world from. thee, my honour and thy own, 
Demands one ſtep; a ſtep, by which convine d 
The king may ſee thy heart diſdains to wear 
A A chain which his has greatly thrown afide, 
71s fitting too, thy ſex's pride commands thee, 
To ſhew th' approving world thou can ſt reſign, 
As well as he, nor with inferior ſpirit, | 
A paſſion fatal to the public weal, 
But above all, thou muſt root out for ever 
F:om the king's breaſt the leaſt remain of hope, 
vnd henceforth make his mentioned love diſhonour, 
Th-ſe things, my daughter, that mult needs be done, 
Can but this way be done—by the ſafe refuge, * 
The ſacred ſhelter of a huſband's arms. 
And there is one — ö EL L 
H 3 —__ S1G18» 
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$1616MUNDA, 
2 Heavens ! what means my lord? 
G1yFyFREDI. 
One of :lufrious family, high rank 
Yet ſtill of higher dignity and merit, 
Who can and will protect thee ; one to awe 
The king himſelf —Nay, hear me, Sigiſnun 
The noble O/izoud courts thee for his bride, 
And has my plighted word—This day— 


| $1615MUNDA Asseln. 

N My father! 
| 

| 


9 =: Av i. So co Cc 


Let me with trembling arms embrace thy knees! 

O if you ever wiſh to ſee me happy; 1 

If e er in infant years I gave you joy, 

When, as I prattling twin'd around your neck, 

You ſnatch'd me to your boſom, kiſs'd my eyes, 7 

And melting ſaid you ſaw my mother there; 

O ſave me from that worſt ſeverity R 

Cf fate! O outrage not my breaking heart N 

N To that degree I cannot ! tis impoſſible l-» 0 

6 So ſoon withdraw it, give it to another 7 
R 
A 
A 


Hear me, my deareſt father | hear the voice 
Of nature and humanity, that plead 
As well as juſtice for me Not to chaſe. 
Without your wiſe direction may be duty x 
But flill my choice is free That is a right, 


Which even the loweſt ſlave can never loſe. 
And would you thus degrade me? make me baſe? 


For ſuch it were to give my worthleſs perſon 7 
£ Without 


dt 
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Without my heart, an injury to O/mond, 
The higheſt can be done—Let me, my lord— 
Or I ſhall die; ſhall by the ſudden change 
Be to diſtraction ſhock'd—Let me wear out 
My hapleſs days in ſolitude and fitence, 
Far from the malice of a prying world ! 
At leaſt you cannot ſure refuſe me this 
Give me a little time — I will do all, 
All I can do, to pleaſe you -O your eye 
Sheds a kind beam 
| SIFFREDI. 
My daughter! you abuſe 

The ſoftneſs of my nature— 

 $Sto1sWunDA 8 

Here, my father, 

Till you relent, here will I grow for ever! 


SiyyREDL. 
Riſe, Sigi/munda,—Tho' you touch my heart, 
Nothing can ſhake th' inexorable dictates 
Of honour, duty, aud determin'd reaſon, 
Then by the holy ties of filial love, 
Reſolve, I charge thee, to receive ear! Of 
As ſaits the man who is thy father's choice, 
And ne Hopes. Jac pots 
”  $StoreuvunDa. 
Spare me, my deareſt father! 
Siri, afde, , 
I hiffruſk 
From her ſoft graſp, or nature will betray me ! 
| H 4 O grant 
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O grant us, Heaven ! that fortitude of mind, 
Which liſtens to our duty, not our pane | 
Quit me, my child! ig "yy 
SIGISMUNDA, _: 
You cannot, of my father | 

You cannot leave me thus ! 

SIFFREDI. 

Come hither, Laura, 


252 


Come to thy friend, Now thew thyſelf a friend. il 8 
Combat her weakneſs ; diſſipate her tears; þ 
Cheriſh, and reconcile her to her duty. 0 
7 : 7 N 
SCENE III. 1 
 StorUNDA, Lavn A 2 
; Stotsuuxbz. N 
O woe on Ok diftreſ by love and duty! ? Or 
O every way unhappy. Sigi/mznda Lu een 
LavR A. KI pe vo ; On 
Forgive me, Madam, if I blame your grief. For 
How can you waſte your tears on one ſo alle“ His 
Unworthy of your tenderneſs ? to whom | 
Nought but contempt is due and indignation ? Or 
SIGTSMUNDA, ..,*, + - My 
You know not half the horrors of my fate! Wh 


I might perhaps have learn'd to ſcorn his falſhood ; 


Nay, when the xt ſad burſt of tears was paſt, : 
I might 
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I might have rous'd my pride and ſcorn'd himſelf— 
But 'tis too much, this greateſt laſt misfortune— 

O whither ſhall I fly? Where hide me, Laura, 
From the dire ſcene my father now prepares ! 
Laura. 


What thus alarms you, Madam ? 
$1GI8MUNDA, ( 


Can it be? 
Can I—ah no !——at once give to another 
My violated heart ? in one wild moment ? 
He brings earl O/mond to receive my vows ! 
O dreadful change! for Taxcred 1 l nn, 
Laura. - 
Now, on my ſoul, tis what an a 
Like yours, ſhould wiſh |—-I 1 by Heavens, 
eſteem it ; . 
Moſt exquiſite revenge ! 
S1GISMUNDA, K 
| Revenge on whom ? 
a heart, already but too wretched { 
Laus a. 
On him ! this Taxcred / who has baſely ſold, 
For the dull form of deſpicable grandeur, 
His faith, his love At once a ſlave and tyrant ! 


$1G18MUNDA, | 
O rail at me, at my believing folly, _ | | 
My vain ill-founded hopes, but ſpare him, Laura! 
LAURA. | 
Who rais'd theſe hopes ? who criumphs o'er chat 
weakneſs? 
H 3 Pardon 
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Pardon the word—You greatly merit him; 
Better than him, with all his giddy pomp ! 
" You rais'd him by your ſmiles when he was nothing! 
Where is your woman's pride ? that guardian ſpirit 
Given us to daſh the perfidy of man ? 
Ve Powers! I cannot bear the thought with patienct— 
Yet recent from the moſt unſparing vows 
The tongue af love e' er laviſh'd ; from your hopes 
So vaiuly, idly, cruelly deluded ; 
Before the public thus, befare your father, 
Buy an irrevocable ſolemn deed, 
With ſuch inhuman ſcorn, to throw you from him! 
To give his faithleſs hand yet warm from thine, 
With complicated mcannefs, to Conflantia 4 
And to complete his crime, when thy weak limbs 
Could ſcarce ſupport thee, then, of thee regardleſs, 
To lead her off | 
S1G19MUWDA,. 

| That was indeed a fight 
To poifon love! to turn it into rage | 
And keen contempt —Wbat means this aui 

weakneſs 

That hangs upon ma. Hence unworthy tears! 
Difgrace my cheek no more! No more, my heart, 
For one ſo coolly falſe or meanly fickle —— 
O it imports not which—dare to fuggeſt 
The leaſt excuſe !—Yes, traitor, I will wring 
Thy pride, will turn thy triumph ta confuſion ! 
r will not pine away my days for thee, B 

| 3 Sighing 
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Sighing to brooks and groves; while, with vain pity, 
You in a rival's arms lament my fate 
No! let me periſh ! ere | tamely be 
That ſoft, that patient, gentle Sigi/munda, 
Who can confole her with the wretched boaſt, 
She was for thee unhappy !——}f I am, 
I will be nobly.fo!-—— S:cilie's daughters 
Shall wondering ſee in me a great example 
Of one who puniſh'd an ill-judging heart, 8 
Who made it bow to what it moſt abhorr d ! 
Cruſh'd jt to miſery ! for having thus 
So lightly liſten'd to a worthleſs lover ! 

Lavka. 4 
At laſt it mounts ! the kindling pride of virtue } 
Truſt me, thy marriage will embitter his — 

Sicis udo. 
O may the furies light his nuptial torch ! 
Be it accars'd as mine! for the fair peace, 
The tender joys of hymeneal love, 
May jealoufy awak'd, and fell remorſe, 
Pour all their fierceſt venone thro his breaſt !—— 
Where the Pates lead, and blind revenge, I follows 
Let me not think—By-jnjuCd love! I vow, 
Thou ſhale, baſe prince! perfidious and-inhaman ! ' 
Thou ſhalt behold me in another's arms! ! 
In his thou hateſt! O/nond”s! | 
| Lava. 
That will grind 

His heart with ſeeret _ k * that witf ſting 


His 
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His foul to madneſs! ſet him up a terror, 


Support my ſtaggering purpoſe, which already 


A ſpectacle of woe to faithleſs lovers! 


Vour cooler thought, beſides, will of the change | 


Approve, and think it happy. Noble O/mond 

From the ſame ſtock with him derives his birth, 

Firſt of Sicilian barons, prudent, brave, 

Of ſtricteſt honour, and by alkrever/d—— — 
| S1G15MUNDA, 

Talk not of O/mond, but perfidious 7. neo 1 

Rail at him, rail! invent new names of ſcorn! 

Aſſiſt me, Laura; lend my rage freſh fuel; 


Begins to fail me Ah, my vaunts how vain! 
How have I ly d to my on heart Alas! 
My tears return, the mighty flood o'erwhelms me! 
Ten thouſand crowding images diſtract 

My tortur'd thought And is it come to this? 
Our hopes ? our yows ? our oft repeated wiſhes, 
Breath'd from the fervent ſoul, and full of heaven, 
To make each other happy ?—come to this! 


4 1 Lavka. 


- If thy own peace and honour cannot keep 


Thy reſolu ion fix d, yet, Sigiſaunda, 
O think, how deeply, how beyond N | 
1 oy father is engag'd. e yo 
| $S1G1$MUxDA. 6 u wid 
Ah wretched weakneſs ! 


That thus enthrals my ſoul, that chaſes thence 


__ nobler thought, the ſenſe of every duty 
Ant 
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And have I then no tears for thee, my father ? 
Can I forget thy carcs, from helpleſs years, 
Ihy tenderneſs for me? an eye till beam'd 
With love ? a brow that never knew a frown ? 
Nor a harſh word thy tongue ? Shall 1 for theſe 
Repay thy ſRtoqping venerable a e, 
V ith ſhame, diſquiet, anguiſh, and diſhonour 2 
It muſt not be i Thou firlt of angels l. come, 
Sweet filial iety! and firm my breaſt 
Yes, let one daughter to her fate ſubmit, 
Be nobly wretched— but her father happy !— 
Laura !—they come O Heavens! I cannot ſtand 
The horrid trial — Open, open earth ! 
* And I me from their view! | 
| — Laus. | 
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SirrRRDI, O8MonD, SIG1ISMUNDA, LAURA, 


S1FFREDI. 
My daughter, 


Pehold my noble friend who courts thy hand, 
And whom to call my ſon I ſhall be proud; 
Nor ſhall I leſs be pleas'd in his alliance, 

To ſee thee happy. 


OsM0nD, 


nd 
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OzmonD, 

Think not, I preſume, 
Madam, on this your father's kind conſent, 
To make me bleſt | love you from a heart, 
That ſeeks your good ſuperior to my own 5 
And will. by every art of tender friendſhip, 
Conſult your deareſt welfare. May 1 hope, 
Yours does not diſavow your father's * „ 

SIGISMUNDA, | 

I am a daughter, Sir—and have no power 
Oer my own heart—1 die—Support me, Laura. 


[Faint 
S1FFREDIL, | 
Help—Bear her off— She breathes—my daughter 
 S1G18MUNDA, 
Oh 
Forgive my weakneſs—foft—my 2 lead u me 
To my apartment. 
S1yPREDI, | 
. Pardon me, my lord, 


If by this ſudden accident alarm'd, 
I leave you for a moment. 


* * 
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SCENE v. 


Os uo alone, p 
Let me think——- 
What can this mean ?——Is it to me averſion ? 
Or is it, as I fear'd, ſhe loves another? 
Ha !—yes—perhaps the king, the young count 
Taxcred / 

They were bred up together—— Surely that, 
That cannot be—Has he not given his hand, 
jn the moſt ſolemn manner, to Conflantia ? 
11. Does not his cxown depend upon the deed ? 

No—if they lov'd, and this old ſtateſman knew it, 
— ne could not to a king prefer a ſubject. 

His virtues I efteem—nay more, I truſt them 
-s far as virtue goes—but could he place 
— His daughter on the throne of Sicih _—_ 

0 'tis a glorious bribe, too much for man 

What is it then ?—I care not what it be. 

My honour now, my dignity demands, 

That my propos'd alliance, by her father, 
And even herſelf accepted, be not ſcorn'd, 
| love her too—l never knew till now 
To what a pitch I lov'd her, O ſhe ſhot 
Ten thouſand charms into my inmoſt ſoul ! 
dne look d fo mild, ſo amiably gentle, 
dee bow'd her head, ſhe glow'd with ſuch confyfion, 
doch lovelinefs of modeſty ! She is, * 
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In gracious mind, in manners, and in perſon, 

The perfect model of all female beauty! | 

She muſt be mine— She is — If yet her heart =: 
Conſents not to my happineſs, her duty, 

Join'd to my tender cares, will gain ſo much 

Upon her generous nature—That will follow, 


The man of ſenſe, who acts a prudent part, 
Not flattering ſteals, but forms himſelf the heart, 


* 


The End of the Third Ad. T! 
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ACT NV. SCENE I. 


The Garden belenging to S18yREDI's Houſes 


SIGISMUNDA, LAURA. 
2 
S1GISMUNDA, with a letter in her hand. 
9 I'S done II am a ſlave !-—The fatal vow ' 
\ Has paſo'd my lips Oden; «@ W N 
ſud moments, , * 
The tombs r the ſaints, e Gastes d Ade 
And all the trembling ſhrines with horror ſhook. . 
But here is ſtill new matter of diſtreſs. = 
O Taxcred ceaſe to perſecute me more! 
O grudge me not ſome'calmer flate of woe ! 
Some quiet gloom to ſhade my hopeleſs s days; 
V here I may never hear of love and thee ! 2 
Has Lanra too conſpir'd againſt my peace? 
Why did you take this letter : bear it back * 
| [Giving ber the liter. 
I will not court new pain, 38571 | 
th Laus | 
| Madam, Rodolphe 


F 
* # 


Urg'd 
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Urg'd me fo mock, nay, even with tears conjur'd me, 
But this once more to ſerve th' unhappy king It \ 
For ſuch he ſaid he was—that tho” enrag' d, 
Equal with thee, at his inhuman falſhood, 

J could not to my brother's fervent prayers 
Refuſe this oſſice — Read it—His excuſes 
Will __ more expoſe his falſhood. 


in. | 


No. 
It ſuits not Q wife to read one line 
From that contagious hand—ſhe knows too well! 

Laura. 
He paints him out 'diftreſs'd bey ond expreſſion, 
Even on the point of madteſo. Wild as winds, 
And fighting ſeas, he raves. His paſſions mix, 
With ceaſeleſs rage, all in each giddy moment. 
He dies to ſes you and to clear his faith. 
$1048MUNDAs 
Save me from that !— That would be worſe 4 
Lau nA. | 
I but report my brother's words ; who then 
Began to talk of ſome dark impoſition,  _, 
That had deceiv'd us all: when, interrupted, 
We heard your father and earl O/mond near, 
As ſummon'd to Conffantia's court they went, 
| S1G1I8MUNDA. | 

Ha! impokition ?—Well! If I am doom'd 
To be, o'er all my ſex, the wretch of love, 
In vain I would refit—Give me the letter 


1 
A 
0 
þ 
0 
( 
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To 
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me, To know the work is ſame relief Alas! 
t was not thus, with ſuch dire palpitations, | 
That, Tazcred, once I us d to read thy letters, 
[ Attempting to read the latter, but gives it 10 Laura. 


Ah fond remembrance blinds me !—Read it, Laura. 


Laura read:, 

Deliver me, Sigiſmanda, from that moſt exquifite mi- 
ſery which a faithful heart can fufſer—To be thought baſe 
by her, from whoſe «fleem even wirtue borrows new 
charms, When ] ſubmitted to my cruel fituation, it was 
wt falſhood you brbeld, but an exceſi-of love. Rather 
than endanger that, I for a uni gave up my honour. 
Every moment till I fee you fab me with feuerer pangs 
than real guilt itſelf can fed, Let me then conjure you 
to meet me in the garden, toward: the cleſe of toe day» 
when I will explain this myſtery. We have been moſt 
in humanly abuſed; and that by the means of the very pa= 
fer wwbich I gave you, from the warmeſf fincerity of leve, 
# aſſure iu yen the heart and baud of 

$1613MUNDA. 


There, Lazra, there, the dreadful fecret ds ü 
That paper! ah that paper! it ſuggeſts 
A thouſand horrid thoughts—T to my father 
Gave it; and he perhaps—T dare not caſt 
A look that way If yet indeed you love me, 
O blaſt me not, kind Tancred, with the truth! 
O pitying keep me ignorant for ever! 
What ſtrange peculiar miſery js mine ? 


Reduc'd 


*% 


22 


Ah the cold prudence. of remorſeleſs age ! 


Who; who, bat ha, prbateter he writes; b. bene you 
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Reduc'd to wiſh the man I love were falſe ? 

Why was I hurry'd to a ſtep ſo raſh ? 

Repairleſs woe !—l might have waited, ſure, | 

A few ſhort hours—No duty that forbade— 

I ow'd thy love that juſtice ; till this day 

Thy love an image of all- perfect goodneſs ! 

A beam from, Heaven that glow'd with every virtue! 
And have-| thrown this prize of life away 
The piteous wreck of one diſtracted moment? 


Ah parents, traitors to your children's bliſs ! 

Ah cars'd, ah blind revenge !-On every hand 

I was betray'd—You, Laura, too; betray'd me! 
LAURA. 


Or falſe or puſillanimous. For once, 

I will with you ſuppoſe, that his agreement 

To the king's will was forg'd—Tho' forg d by whom? 

Your father ſcorns the crime — Vet What avails it? 

This, if it clears his truth, condemns his ſpirit. 

A youthful king, by love and honour fir'd, 

Patient to fit on his inſulted throne, __ » 

Aud let an outrage, of ſo high a nature, 

Unpuniſh'd paſs, uncheck'd, uncontradicted 

O 'tis à meanneſs equal even to falſhood. 
SIGISMUNDA., 

Laura, no more—We have already judg'd 

Too largely without knowledge. Oft, what ſeems 

A trifle, a meer nothing, by itſelf, G 
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jn ſome nice ſituations, turns the ſcale 
Of Fate, and rules the moſt important ations, 
Yes, | begin to feel a ſad preſage: 
[am undone, from that eternal ſource 
Of human woes— The judgment of the paſſions, 
But what have 1 to do with theſe excuſes ? 
0 ceaſe my treacherous heart to give them room ! 
t ſuits not thee to plead a lover's cauſe ; 
Even to lament my fate is now diſhonour, 
Nought now remains, but with relentleſs purpoſe, 
To ſhun all interviews, all clearing up 
Of this dark ſcene ; to wrap myſelf in gloom, 
In ſolitude and ſhades ; there to devour 
The ſilent ſorrows ever ſwelling here; 
rd ſince I muſt be wretched—for I muſt —— 
o claim the mighty miſery myſelf, 
Engroſs it all, and ſpare a hapleſs father, 
Hence, let me fly the hour approaches 
Lavka. 
Madam, 
zehold he comes—the king— "Te 
| $1G13MUNDA., 
- Heavens ! how eſcape ? 
0—1 vil be one laſt meeting Leave me. 


SCENE 
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SCENE II. Je 


T ANCRED, SIGISMUNDA, ' 


TaxckeD, 0 
And are theſe long long hours of torture paſt ? 


My life ! my Sigi/munda / 
[Throwing himſelf at ber fu 
SIGISMUNDA, 
Riſe, my lord, 
To ſee my ſovereign thus no more becomes me. 
| TanckeD, , 
O let me kiſs the ground on which you tread ! 
Let me exhale my ſoul in ſofteſt tranſport! 
Since I again embrace my Sigi/manda ! [Riſe 
Unkind ! how couldſt thou ever deem me' falſe? 
How thus diſhonour love ?—O I could much 
Embitter my complaint !—How low were then. 
Thy thoughts of me ? How didſt thou then affront 
The human heart itſelf ? After the vows, 


The fervent truth, the tender proteſtations; on 
Which mine has often pour'd, to let thy breaſt, 8 
Whate'er th' appearance was, admit ſuſpicion ? 9% 

S1GISMUNDAs. 3 
How ! when I heard myſelf your full conſent aſh 


To the late king's fo juſt and prudent Will ? 
Heard it before you read, in ſolemn ſenate ? 
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Vhen I beheld you give your royal hand, 
o her, whoſe birth and dignity of right, 
demands that high alliance? Yes, my lord, 
ou have done well. The man, whom Heaven ay | 
points 
o govern others, ſhould himſelf firſt learn 
o bend his paſſions to the ſway of reaſon. 
n all you have done well; but when you bid 
y humbled hopes look up to you again, 
nd ſooth'd with wanton cruelty my weakneſs — 
hat too was well— My vauity deſerv'd 
he ſharp rebuke, whoſe fond extravagance 
ould ever dream to balance your repoſe, 
oar glory and the welface of a people, 
| TaxcreD, 
hide on, chide on. Thy ſoft reproaches now 
tead of wounding, only ſoothe my fondneſs. 
o, no, thou charming conſort of my ſoul ! 
never lov'd thee with ſach faithful ardour, 
in that cruel miſerable moment 
ou thought me falſe ; when even my honour bop d | 
o wear for thee a bafflad face of baſeneſi. 
was thy barbarous father, Sigi/munda, 
bo caught me in the toil. He turn'd that paper, 
eat for th' aſſuring bond of nuptial love, 
0 ruin it for ever; he, he wrote 
hat forg'd conſent, you heard, beneath my name, 
y dar'd before my out- rag d throne to read it! 
ad he not been thy father Ha!] my love 
bv tremble, you grow pale. 


$1G 18s 
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Stoisuu np. 
Oh leave me, 7. ancred? 
Tanck. 
No! —Leave thee ? Never! never! till you {et 
My heart at peace, till theſe dear lips again 
Pronounce thee mine ! Without thee I renounce 
Myſelf, my friends, the world Here on 5 hand- 
Sioisuu NA. 
My lord, forget that hand, which never now. 
Can be to thine united 
TANCRED, 
Sigiſnunda | 
What doſt thou mean ?—Thy "RS thy look, thy 
manner, 
Seem to conceal ſome horrid des ht 
No That was wild - Diſtraction fires the thought 
$1G18MUNDA, 
Enquire no more——1 never can be thine,” 
TaxcrED,. | 
What, who ſhall interpoſe ? who dares attempt 
To brave the fury of an injur'd king? - 
Who, ere he ſees thee raviſh'd from bis hopes, | 
Will wrap all blazing Sicily in flames— | 


S[GISMUNDA, 7 
In vain your power, my lord This fatal error, : J 
| Join'd to my father's unrelenting will. 
Has plac'd an-everlaſting bar betwixt 1 — 
I am—earl Que — Wife. a0 


5 Taxcnsn. 


— 


£ 
\ 


o 
+ 


SIGISMUNDA, - ry 
TaxcreD, 
Earl O/mond's wife 
[Aer a long pauſe, during which they 
look at one another with the higbeſt 
agitation and moſt tender diſtreſi. 
Heavens! did I hear thee right? what! marry'd? 
* marry'd ! | 
to thy faithful Tancred / loſt for ever! 
Couldſt thou then doom me to ſuch matchleſs woe, 
Vichout ſo much as hearing me? — Diſtraction!— 
Alas! what haſt thou done ? Ah Sigi/munda ! 
'hy raſh credulity has done a deed, 
hich of two happieſt lovers—that e'er felt 
he bliſsful power, has made two finiſh'd wretches) 
ut—Madnefs !—Sare, thou know'ſt it cannot be! 
This hand is mine! a thouſand thouſand vowse——- 


SCENE III. 


| ; | 
TANCRED, OsMOND, SIGISMUNDA; 


Os uon p. 

[ Snatching her hand from the Frm 
Madam, this hand, by the moſt folema rien. | 
\ little hour ago, was given to me, 
ad did not ſovereign honour now command mern 
ever but with my life to quit my claim, 
would renounce it——thus! | , 1 1 act 
Vor. IV. 1 | TA:icntED.: 


- 
— 
* 
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TawcreD. 
Hz! who art thou! 
Preſumptuous man 
S1GIsMUNDA, affde, f 
Where is my father? Heavens! u 
[Goes out, il B 
- OsMonp, ; | T 


One thou ſhouldſt better know Ves — view me- one! 0. 
Who can and will maintain his rights and honour, 
Againſt a faithleſs prince, an upſtart king, Da 
Whoſe firſt baſe deed is what a harden'd tyrant Dre 
Would bluſh to act. | 
Tanckzo. — 
Inſolent O/mond / nes, 
This upſtart king will hurl confuſion on thee, 
And all who ſhall invade his ſacred rights, 
Prior to thine—Thine founded on compulſion, 
On infamous deceit, while his proceed 
From mutual love and free long-plighted faith, 
She is, and ſhall be mine !—1 will annul, 
By the high power with which the laws inveſt me; 
Thoſe guilty forms in which you have entrap'd, 
Baſely entrap'd, to thy deteſted nuptials, 
My queen betroth'd; who has my heart, my hand 
And ſhall partake my throne—lf, havghty lord, 
If this thou didſt not know, then know it now! 
And know beſides, as | have told thee this, 
Shouldſt thou but think to urge thy treaſon 
Than treaſon more! Treafon againſt my love 
3. 


My { 
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Thy life ſhall anſwer for it! 
Os uod. 
Ha! my life !—— 
It moves my ſcorn to hear thy empty threats. 
When was it that a Norman baron's life 
Became ſo vile, as on the frown of kings 
To hang? —Of that, my lord, the law muſt judge: 


Or if the law be weak, my guardian ſword— 
Tancred. - 


Dare not to touch it, traitor ! leſt my rage 
Break lodTe, and do a deed that miſbecomes me. 


— 


SCENE lv. 


TaxckED, SIiFFREDI, OsMoND. 


| V gracious land! what is it I behold! 

My ſovereign in contention with his ſubjects? 
derely this houſe deſerves from royal Tancred 

\ little more regard, than to be made 
ſcene of trouble and unſeemly jars, 
t prieves my ſoul, it bafites every hope, 

© makes mi Bake ST Uſb, to ſee thy glory N 
dus blaſted in the bud Heavens l can your highneſs 
tom your exalted character deſcend, | 
the dignity of virtue; and, inſtead | 

t being the protector of our rights, 

12 The 


= 


. 40 
S1erREDI entering. | 
| 
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The holy guardian of domeſtic bliſs, 
Unkindly thus diſturb the ſweet repoſe, 
The ſecret peace of families, for which. 
Alone the freeborn race of man to laws 


And e ſubmitted ? 
TaxceeD. 
| | My lord &: na” 
Spare thy rebuke, The duties of my ſtation H 
Are not to me unknown. — But thou, old man, W 
Doſt thou not bluſh to talk of rights invaded ? MW! 
And of our beſt our deareſt bliſs diſturb'd? ? Of 


Thou! who with more than barbarous perfidy No 
Haſt trampled all allegiance, juſtice, truth, 
Humanity itſelf, beneath thy feet? 

Thou know'ſt thou haſt—I could, to thy confuſion 
Return thy hard reproaches ; but | ſpare thee 
Before this lord, for whoſe ill- ſorted friendſhip 
Thou haſt moſt baſely ſacrific'd thy daughter. 
Farewel, my lord !—For thee, lord conſtable, * 
Who doſt preſume to lift thy ſurly eye 

To my ſoft love, my gentle Sigi/munde, 

L once again command thee, on thy liſe 
Yes—chew thy rage but mark me—on thy lift, 
No further urge thy arrogant pretenſions 


SCEM nic 
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SCENE v. 


SIFFREDI, OSMOND. 


OsmonD, 
Ha! arrogant pretenſions! heaven and earth ! 
What! arrogant pretenfions to my wife? 
My wedded wife! Where are we? In a land 
Of civil rule, of liberty and laws ?—— 
Not on my life purſue them ?—Giddy prince! 
My life diſdains thy nod. It is the gift 
Of parent Heaven, who gave me too an arm, 
A 'pirit to defend it againſt tyrants. 328 
he Norman race, the ſons of mighty Rollo, 
ho ruſhing in a tempeſt from the north, 
reat nurſe of generous freemen{ bravely won 
ith their own ſwords their ſeats, and ſtill poſſeſs them 
By the ſame noble tenure; are notus'd 
o hear ſuch language - If I now deſiſt, 
hen brand me for a coward | deem me villain! 
\ traitor to the public l By this condut . 
Deceiv'd, betray'd; inſulted, tyranniz'd. 
Mine is a common cauſe. My arm ſhall guard, 
Mix'd with my own, the rights/of each Sicilian, 
Of ſocial life, and of mankind in general. 
re to thy tyrant rage they fall a prey, 
ſrall find means to ſhake thy tottering throne, 
hich. this illegal, this perfidious uſage 

I 3 Forfeits. 
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Forfeits at once, and cruſh thee in the ruins * 
Conſtantia is my queen 
SiyFFREDI, 


Lord conſtable, 
Let us be ſtedfaſt in the right; but let us 
Act with cool prudence, and with manly temper, 
As well as manly firmneſs. True, I own, 
Th' indignities you ſuffer are ſo high, 
As might even juſtify what now you threaten, 
But if, my lord, we can prevent the woes, 
The cruel horrors of inteſtine war, 
Yet hold untouch'd our libertics and laws: 
O let us, rais'd above the turbid ſphexe . - 
Of little ſelfiſh paſſions, nobly do it | 
Nor to our hot intemperate pride pour out 
A dire libation of Sicilia blood. | 
"Tis godlike magnanimity, to keep, ; 
When moſt provok'd, our reaſon calm and clear, 
And èxecute her will, from a ſtrong ſenſe 
Of what is right, without the vulgar nid 


Of heat and paſion, which, tho' honeſt, bear us = 


Often too far, Remember that my houſe + 
Protects my daughter ſtill ; and ere I faw her 
Thus raviſh'd from: us, by the arm of power, 
This band ſhould act the Romas father's part. 
Fear not; be temperate; all will yet be well. 
I know the king. At firſt his paſſions burſt 
Quick as the % pe, ebe 5 bat in his breaſt 


| Honor 
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Honour and juſtice dwell — Truſt me, to reaſon 
He will return, | 

OsMonD. be 

k He will By Heavens, he ſhall !— 

You know the king—1 wiſh, my lord Si real, 
That you had deign'd to tell me all you knew— 
And would you have me wait, with duteous patience, 
Till he return to reaſon ? Ye juſt Powers ! 
When he has planted on our necks his foot, 
And trod us into ſlaves ; when his vain pride 
Is cloy'd with our ſubmiſſion ; if, at laſt, 
He finds his arm too weak to ſhake the frame 
Of wide-eſtabliſh'd order out of joint, 
And overturn all juſtice; then, perchance, 
He, in a fit of fickly kind repentance, 
May make a merit to return to reaſon. 
No, no, my lord !—There is a nobler way, 
To teach the blind oppreflive Fury reaſon: 
Oft has the luſire of avenging fieel 
Unſeal'd her ſtupid eyes The ſword is reaſon.!: 
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SCENE VI, 


SirrREDI, OsMonD, RopoLPHo, with 
Guards. 


Roborruo. 
My lord high conſtable of Sicily, 
In the king's name, and by his ſpecial order, 
1 here arreſt you priſoner of ſtate, 
Q5MonD, 
What king? I know no king of gi 
Unleſs he be the huſband of Conſtantia, 
RopoLPHO, 
Then know him now—— Behold his royal orders 
To bear you to the caſtle of Palermo, . 
 SIFFREDI1,, 
Let the big torrent foam its madneſs off. 
Submit, my lord No caſtle long can hold 
Our wrongs—T his, more than friendſhip or alliance, 
Confirms me thine ; this binds me to thy fortunes, 
By the ſtrong tye of common injury, | 
Which nothing can diſſolve ] grieve, Redolpho, 
To ſee the reign, in ſuch unhappy wh 
Begin. 


OsMonD. 
The reign ! the uſurpation call 11 
This meteor king may blaze awhile, but ſoon 


Muſt ſpend his idle terrors—Sir, lead on— - 
: Farewel, 
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Farewel, my lord — More than my life and fortune, 

Remember well, is in your hands——my honour! 
S1FFREDI. 

Our honour i is the ſame, My ſon farewel— 

We ſhall not long be parted. On theſe eyes 

sleep ſnall not ſhed his balm, till I behold thee: 

Reſtor'd to freedom, or partake thy bonds. 


Even noble courage is not void of blame, 
Till nobler patience ſanctiſies its flame. 


| 


* 


The End of the Fourth A. 
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ACT v. .SCENE 1. 


SreynEDI, alone. 
HE proſpect lowrs around.” I found the king, 
Tho' calm'd a little, with ſubliding tempeſt, 
As ſuits his generous nature, yet in love 
| Abated nought, moſt ardent in his purpoſe; 
1 nexorably fix d, whate'er the riſque, 
To claim my daughter, and diſſolve this marriage 
I have embark d, upon a perilous ſea, 
A mighty treaſure, Here the rapid youth, 
Th' impetuous paſſions of a lover-king 
. Check my bold courſe; and there, the jealous pride, 
Th' impatient honour of a haughty lord 
Of the firſt rank, in intereſt and dependants 
Near equal to the king, forbid retreat, 
My honour too, the ſame unchang'd conviction, 
That theſe my meaſures were, and ſtill remain 
Of abſolute neceſſity, to fave 
The land from civil fury, urge me on. 
But how proceed? I only faſter ruſh 
Upon the deſperate evils I would ſhun, 


8 


de, 
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Whate'er the motive be, deceit, I fear, 
And harſh unnatural force are not the means 
Of public welfare or of private bliſs — 
Bear witneſs, Heaven! Thou mind - inſpecting eye! 
My breaſt is pure. I have prefer'd my duty, 
The good and ſafety. of my fellow-ſubje&ts, 
To all thoſe views that fire the ſelfiſh race 
Of men, and mix them in eternal broils. 
Enter an Or tic belonging to S1FFREDI.. 
| . Orrieza. N 
My lord, à man of noble port, his face 
Wrap'd in diſguiſe, is earneſt for admiſſion. 
| 4 S1FFREDI,. » 
Go, bid him enter— - [Officer goes an. 
Ha! wrap'd in diſguiſe ! 
And at this late unſeaſonable hour ! 
M hen o'er the world tremendous midnight-reigns, . 
By the dire gloom of raging tempeſt doubled 


* i. 


— _— a w—_ — 


SCENE I. 


S1ryREDI, OsMonD diſcovering himſelf.” 


SiyyFaEDI, 

What! ha! earl O/mend, you? Welcome, once more, 
To this glad roof !—But why in this diſguiſe? *_ 
Would I could hope the king exceeds his promiſe ! 

| I'6 I have 
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F have his faith ſoon as to-morrow's ſan 

Shall gild Sicilia's cliffs, you ſhall be free. 

Has ſeme . angel turn'd his heart to juſtice? 
| Os Mo. 


Tt is not by the favour of count Tazcred 
That I am here. As much I ſcorn his favour, | 
As I defy his tyranny and threats 
Our friend Goffredo, who commands the caſtle, 
On my parole, ere dawn, to render b ! 
My perſon, has permitted me this freedom, \ 
Know then; the faithleſs outrage of to-day; x 
By him eoemmitted whom you call the king, I 
Has rous'd Conffamia's court. Ourfriegds, the friends . 
| | 
C 


* 


Of virtue, juſtice, and of public faith, 

Ripe for revolt, are in high ferment all. 

This, this, they ſay, exceeds whate'er deform'd: 

Phe miſerable days we ſaw beneath 

William the Bad This. ſaps the ſolid baſe;. 

At once, of government and private life; 

This ſhameleſs impoſition on the faith, 

The majeſty of ſenates. this lewd inſult, 

This violation of the rights of men. 

Added to theſe, his igrominious treatment 

Cf her th' illuſtrious offspring of our kiags,, 

Sicilia's hope, and now our royal miltre(3. 

You know, my lord how gzofsly theſe infringe 

I he late king's will; which orders, if count Tanxcred 

Make not Conflantia partner of his throne, 

1 hat he be quite eacluded the ſucceſſion, My ; 
| And 


ds 
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And ſhe to Henry given, king of the Romans, 
The potent emperor Barbarofſa's ſon, 
Who ſeeks with earneſt inſtance her alliance. 
I thence of you, as guardian of the laws, 
As guardian of this Will to you entruſted, 
Deſire, nay more, demand your inſtant aid, 
To ſee it put in vigorous execution, 

SIFFREDI.. 
You cannot doubt, my lord, of my. concurrence; 
Who more than I have labour'd this great point E 
Tis my own plan. And, if I drop it now, 
I ſhould be juſtly branded with the ſhame- 
Cf raſh advice, or deſpicable weakneſs. 
But let us not precipitate the matter. 
Conflantia's friends are numerous and ftrong ;; 
Yet Tancred's, truſt me, are of equal force. 
E'er ſince the ſecret of his birth was known, 
The people all are in a tumult hurl'd. 
Of boundleſs joy, to hear there lives a prince- 
Of mighty Gui/eard's. line. Numbers, befides,, 
Of powerful barons, who. at heart had pin'd, 
Jo ſee the reign of their renown'd. forefathers,, 
Won by, immortal deeds of matchleſs valour, 
Paſs from the gallant Normazs to the Suevi,,. 
Will with a kind of rage eſpouſe his cauſe— —_ 
'Tis ſo, my lord — be not by paſſion blinded —— 
Tis ſurely ſo—O if. our prating virtue 
Dwells not in words alone O let us join, 
My generous O/mond, to avert theſe woes, 

L Ang 
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And yet ſaſtain ogr tottering Norman kingdom ! 


OsmonD. 
But how, Sifredi Þ how ?— If by ſoft means 
We can maintain our rights, and ſave our country, 
May his unnatural blood firſt ſtain the ſword, 
Who with unpitying fury firſt ſhall draw it! 
| S1FFREDI, | 
I have a thought—The glorious work be thine, 
But it requires an awful flight of virtue, 
Above the paſſions of the vulgar breaſt, | 
And thence from thee I hope it, noble O 
Suppoſe my daughter, to her God devoted, 
Were plac'd within ſome convent's ſacred verge, 
Neneath the dread protection of the"altar— 
Osnmonn, 
Ere then, by Heavens! I would devoutly a 
My holy ſealp, turn whining monk myſelf, 
And pray inceſſant for the tyrant's ſafety !—- 
What! How! becauſe an inſolent invader, 
A facrilegious tyrant, in contempt N 
Of all thoſe nobleſt rights, which to maintain 
Is man's peculiar pride, demands my wife ; 
That I ſhall thus betray the common cauſe - 
Of human kind, and tamely yield her up, 
Even in the manner you propoſe—O then 
I were ſupremely vile! degtaded ! ſham'd! _ 
The ſcorn of manhood ! and abhor'd of honour! 
S1FFREDI. 


There is, my lord, an honour, the calm child 8 


SSS 2 — 2 io 
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Of reaſon, of humanĩty and mercy, 
Superior far to this punctilious demon, 
That ſingly minds itſelf, and oft embroils 
With proud barbarian niceties the world! 


\O8M0nD,. 
My lord, my lord!=— eannorbrook'your pradence— 
It holds a pulſe unequal to my blood 
Unblemiſh'd hongur is the flower of virtue 
The vivifying ſoul! and he who lights it 
Will U the other dull and lifeleſs roſs. 


'$1yynEDI, © 
No ö too warm. 
Osho d.. 
* You are too cool. 
SrryaREDI, | | 


Too cool, my lord? I were indeed too cool, 

Not to reſent this language, and to tell 
I wiſh earl O/mond were as cool as [ 

To his own ſelfiſh blifs—ay, and as warm 

To that of others But of this no more 

My daughter is thy wife—I gave her to thee, 
And will againſt all force maintain her thine. 

But think not I will catch thy headlong paſſions, 
Whirl'd in a blaze of madneſs o'er the land ; 

Or, till the laſt extremity compel me, | 
Riſque the dire means of war—The king to-morrow, 
Will ſet you free ;-and, if by gentle means 

He does not yield my daughter to your arms, 
And wed Conflaztia, as the will requires, 


Why 
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Why then expect me on the fide of juſtice 
Let that ſuffice, 

Osmonn, 

It dves—PForgive my heat. 

My rankled mind, by injuries inflam'd, 
May be too prompt to take aud give offence. 

SIFFREDI.. 
Tis . wrongs, I own, may well trniſport 
The wiſeſt mind But henceforth, noble O/mond; 
Do me more juſtice, honour more my truth, 
Nor mark me with an eye of ſquint ſuſpicion 
Theſe jars apart—You may repoſe. your ſoul, / - 
On my firm faith and unremitting friendſhip. 
Of that I ſure have given exalted proof; ; 
And the next ſun we ſee, ſhall prove it further 
Return, my ſon, and from your friend Goffreds. 
Releaſe your word. There try, wg ſoft * 
To calm your breaft.. 

Os MOND 

Bid the vext ocean deep. 
IM by the pinions of the raging north 
But your frail age, by care and toil exhauſted,, 
Demands the. balm of all-repairing, reft. 

SIEFRBODI,. 

Soon as to-morrow's dawn ſhall ſtreak the ſkies. 
I; with my friends in ſolemn ſtate aſſembled, * 
Will to the palace, and demand your freedom, 
Then by calm reaſon, or by higher means, 
The king ſhall quit his claim, and in the. face 


of 
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Of Sicily, my daughter ſhall be yours, 
Farewel. 
8 


My lord, good night. 


SCENE III. 


dae alone, [ After a long pauſt. 
I like him not 

Yes—T have mighty matter of ſuſpicion. 
'Tis plain—l fee it lurking in his breaſt, 
He has a fooliſh fondneſs for this king— 
My honour is not ſafe, while here my wife 
Remains—Who knows but he this very night 
May bear her to ſome convent as he mention'd— 
The king too - tho' I ſmother'd up my rage, 
| mark'd it well will ſet me free to-morrow. 
Why not to-night ? He has fome dark defign— 
By Heavens! he has—T am abus'd moſt grofsly ; 
Made the vile tool of this old ſtateſman's ſchemes ; 
Marry'd to one — Ay, and he knew it, —one 
Who loves young Tancred/ Hence her fwooning, tears, 
Ard all her ſoft diſtreſs, when ſhe diſgrac'd me 
By baſely giving her perfidious hand 
Without her heart—Hell and perdition ! this, 
This is the perfidy !/-——This is the fell, 


The keen, envenom'd, exquilite diſgrace ! 
Whick 
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Which to a man of honour even exceeds 

The falſehood of the perſon—But I now 

Will rouſe me from the poor tame lethargy, 
By my believing fondneſs caft upon me. 

I will not wait his crawling timid motions, 
Perhaps to blind me meant, which he to-morrow 
Has promis'd to purſue. No! ere his eyes 
Shall open on to-morrow's orient beam, | 

I will convince him that earl O/mond never 
Was form'd to be his dupe—I know full well 
Th' important weight and danger of the deed: 
But to a man, whom greater dangers preſs, 
Driven to the brink of infamy and horror, 
Raſhneſs itſelf, and utter deſperation, 

Are the beſt prudence—1 will bear her off 
This night, and lodge her in a place of ſafety. 
I have a truſty band that waits nat far.. 


Hence! let me loſe no time - One rapid moment 


Should ardent form, at once, and execute 

A bold deſigu — [is fix d Tis done !—Yes, then, 
When I have ſeiz'd the prize of love and honour, 
And with a friend ſecur d her; to the caſtle | 
I will repair, and claim Geffrede's promiſe 

To riſe with all his garriſon—my friends 

With brave impatience wait. The mine is laid, 
And only wants my kindling touch to ſpring. 


* 
— 


' SCENL 


$IGISMUNDA: 187 


SCENE 1V. 


$1018MUNDA's Apartment, 
SIGISMUNDA, LAURA, 
| Laus a. 
Heavens ! 'tis a fearful night! 
| $1GISMUNDA, 
Ah ! the black rage 


of midnight n or th' aſſuring ſmiles 
Of radiant morn are equal all to me, 
Nought now has charms or terrors to my breaſt, 
The ſeat of ſtupid woe Leave me, my Laura. 
Kind reſt, perhaps, may huſh my woes a little— 
Oh r Ü. n. 
Lava. 
Modem, in nd i ed es n 
Indulge my ſondneſo Let me ne e 
By your fad bed, till theſe dread hours ſhall paſs. 
$1618MUNDA. | 
Alas! what is the toil of elements, 
This idle perturbation of the ſky, 
To what I feel within |—Oh that the fires 
Of pitying Heaven would eg Ner- 
Good night, my deareſt Laar | 
FOO: | 
901 know not 
What 
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What this oppreſſion means — But tis with pain, 


With tears, I can perſuade myſelf to leave ou 
Well then—Good night, my deareſt Sigi/munda / 


% 


SCENE V. 


S1GISMUNDA, + 
And am I then alone ?— The moſt undone, 
Moſt wretched being now beneath the cope 
Of this affrighting gloom that wraps the world 
I ſaid I did not fear—Ah me! I feel 
A ſhivering horror run thro! all my powers ! 
O I am nought but tumult, fears and weakneſs! | 
And yet how idle fear when hope is gone, 
Gone, gone for ever —O thou gentle ſcons 
[Looking towards Ber brd 
Of ſweet repoſe, where by th* oblivious draught 
Of each ſad toilſome day, to peace reſtor d 
Unhappy-mortats loſe their woes awhile, | 
Thou haſt no peace.for me What ſhall I do ? 
How paſs this dreadful night, ſo-big with terror? 
Here, with the pu dr ſhades, erz will I fat, 
(Sitting down. 
A prey to dire auer and ule weep ' 
The hours away—Bleſs me -I heard- a noiſe—— 
[ Starting ups 
No- miſtook—Nothing but filence reigns 


And 
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And awful midnight round Again !—O Heavens! 


My lord the king! 


* i. Yr RY 


SCENE VI. 


'TANCRED, SIGISMUNDA: 


TAXCRED. 
Be not alarm'd, my love! 
 $1618MUNDA, | 
My royal lord ! why at this midnight hour, 
_ How came you hither ? _ 
TaxcreD, 
By that ſecret way 
My love contriv'd, when we, in happier days, 
Us'd to devote theſe hours, ſo much in vain, 
To vows of love and everlaſting friendſhip, 


4 S1GISMUNDA\ 
Why will you thus perſiſt to add new ſtings 
To her diſtreſs, who never can be thine ? 
O fly me! fly ! You know—— 
TANCRED. 
- | I know too much, 
0 hn I could reproach thee, Sigi/munda ! 


Pour out my injur d ſoul in juſt complaints! 
But now the time permits not, theſe ſwift moments 
" | told. thee how thy father's artifice  ” 

Forc'd me to ſeem perkdions in thy eyes. 


Ah, 
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Ah, fatal blindneſs! not to have obſerv'd 
The mingled pangs of rage and love that * met 
When, by my cruel public ſituation 
Compell'd, I only feign'd conſent, to gain 
A little time, and more ſecure thee mige. 
E'er fince—A dreadful interval of care! - 
My thoughts have been employ'd, not without hope, 
How to defeat Sif+edi's barbarous purpoſe, 
But thy credulity has ruin'd all, 
Thy raſh, thy wild—I know not what to name it 
Oh, it has prov'd the giddy hopes of man 
To be delufion all, and fickening follß! 
S1GISMUNDA |» 
Ah, generous Tanxcred / ah thy truth deſtroys me 
Yes, yes, tis I, tis I alone am falſe ! | 
My haſty rage, join'd to my tame ſubmiſſion, 
More than the moſt exalted filial duty 
Could e'er demand, has daſh'd our cup of fute 
With bitterneſs unequal'd—But, alas 
What are thy woes tomine?—tomine! juſt Heaven! 
Now is thy turn of UL te renounce _ 
O leave me to the fate I well deſerve, - 
To ſink in hopeleſs miſery at 1. 5 
Try to ſorget the worthleſs Sigi/munda ! 
Tancxzp. 

Forget thee! No! Thou art my ſoul itſelf! 
I have no thought, no hope, no wiſh but thee !- 
Even this repented injury, the fears, _ 
That rouſe me all to madneſs, at the thought 

1 Of 
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Of loſing thee, the whole collected pains 
Of my fall heart, ſerve but to make thee dearer! 
Ah, how forget thee Much muſt be forgot, 
Ere Tancred can forget his Sig:yſmunda / 

_ $n018MUNDA, 
But you, my lord, muſt make that great effort. 


pe, Ta NC RED. 
Can Sigi/Munda make it ? 


$1G1$MUNDA, 
pack Ah ! I know not 
With what 9393 all that feeble woman 
And love-entangled reaſon can perform, 
|, to the utmoſt, will exert to do it, 
| Tanck. 
Fear not—'Tis done!—Ifthou canſt form the thought, 
Succeſs is ſure -I am forgot already | 


$1G1$MUNDAs | 
Ah Tancred /—But, my lord, reſpe&t me more. 
Think who I am—What can you now propoſe ? 


| — ; 


TancreED. 

ne" ¶ ro claim the plighted vows which Heaven has * 
To vindicate the rights of holy love 

ly faith and honour bound, to which compar'd 


Theſe empty forms, which have enſnar'd thy hand, 


are impious guile, abuſe, and Profanation—— 

Nay, as a king, whoſe high prerogative 

by this unlicens'd marriage is affronted, 

To bid the laws Wir Dun it void. 
81018. 
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S[GI8MUNDA» | 1 
Honour, my lord; is much too proud to catch 


At every ſlender twig of nice diſtinctions. a 
Theſe for th' unfeeling vulgar may do well : T 
But thoſe, whoſe ſouls are by the nicer rule 95 


Of. virtuous delicacy nobly ſway'd, 
Stand at another bar than that of laws. 
Then ceaſe to urge me Since I am: not born 
' To that exalted fate to be your queen 
Or, yet a dearer name — to be your wife l. 
I am the wife of an illuſtrious lord 
Of your own princely blood ; and what I am, 
I will with proper dignity remain. 
Retire, my royal lord—There is no means 
To cure the wounds this fatal day has given. 
We meet no more 
. * TancrED, 
| Oh barbarous Sigi/munda / 
And canſt thou talk thus ſteadily ? thus treat me 
With ſuch unpitying, unrelenting rigour ? 
Poor is the love, that rather than give up 
A little pride, a little formal pride, 
The breath of vanity ! can bear to ſee | 
The man, whoſe heart was once ſo dear to thine 
By many a tender vow ſo mix'd together, 
A prey to anguiſh, fury and diſtraction! 
Thou canſt not ſurely make me ſuch a wretch, 
Thou canſt hot, Sigi, Vet relent, 
O ſave us yet — Rodolphe, with wy guards,” 


Wait by 
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Waits in the garden Let us ſeize the moments 
We ne er may have again With more than power 
| will aſſert thee mine, with faireſt honour. | 
The world ſhall even approve ; each honeſt boſom 
Swell with a kindred joy to ſee us happy. : 
S1G18MUNDA. | 

The world approve ! What is the world to me ? 
The conſcious mind is its own awful world 
And yet, perhaps, if thou wert not a king, 
| know not, Taxcred, what I might have done, 
Then, then, my conduct, ſanRify'd by love, 
Could not be deem'd, by the ſevereſt judge, 

The mean effect of intereſt or ambition. 

But now not all my partial heart can pats 

Shall ever ſhake th* unalterable dictates | 

That tyrannize my breaſt, 

TancxsD, 
b »Tis well No more 
leid me to my fate— Ves, yes inbuman ! 
iace thy barbarian heart is ſteel'd by pride, 
- Whhut up to love and pity, here behold me | . 
aſt on the ground, a vile and abject wretch! _. 4 
Loſt to all cares, all dignities, all duties! ; 3Þ 
Here will I grow, breathe out my faithful ſou], * 
Here at thy feet—Death, death alone ſhall part us | ; 1 
ba 


$1G18MUKDA. 

are you then vow d to drive me to perdition ? 
What can I more ?—Yes, Tanceed / once again 
vill forget the * 72 45M,” 


a0 vor. IV. Com- 
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Commands me to ſuſtain — ſor the laſt time 
Will tell thee, that, I fear, no ties, no duty, 
Can ever root thee from my hapleſs boſom. - 

O leave me! fly me! were it but in pity !— 

To ſee what once we tenderly. have lov d.,. 
Cut off from every hope—cut off for ever p 
Is pain thy generoſity ſhould fpare me.,, 
Then riſe, my lord; and if you truly love me; | 


If you reſpe& my honour, nay; my peace, A 
Retire! for tho! th' emotions of my heart 
Can ne'er alarm my virtue; yet, alas 0 
They tear it ſo, they pierce it with ſuch anguiſh= 
Oh, 'tis too much I cannot bear the conflict A: 
— — ẽ ——äñ—& ner 
SCENE VII. | = 


TaxcrtDs” OsMOND, SLGISMUMDAs! 
Os won, entering. 
Turn, tyrant! turn! and anſwer to my bse, 
For this thy baſe inſufferable outrage! 
Tanca zo. 

Infolent traitor! think not to eſcape | 
Thyſelf my vengeance! [They fight. Oſmond fall, 
SIGISMUNDA. 

Help here | Help !—O Heavens! 
[Throwing ber/elf down by him, 
Alas! my lord, what meant > ea anos. 1 
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That faith, which I this day, upon the altar, 
To you devoted, is unblemiſh'd, pure, 
As veſtal truth 3 was reſolutely yours, 
beyond the power of aught on earth to ſhake it. 
Os uon. 
Perfidious woman! die 
[ Shortning his ford, be plunges it into ber breaft. 
and to the grave 
Attend a huſband, yet but half aveng d 
| TaxcreD, 
0 horror! horror! execrable villain ! 
Os uon. | 
And, tyrant ! thou — Thou ſhalt not o'er my tomb 
Exult—"Tis well—'Tis roars l die content !— 
| | [ Dies, 


k — tt. ot „„ „ 
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SCENE VII. 


TANCRED, SIFFREDI, RoDOLPHO, 81018 
- MUNDA, LAURA. 


\ 


TanxCcareD, 


MAS. himſelf down by Sigiſmunda, 
Quick! here! bring aid !—All in Palermo bring 


5. I hoſe fill can fave her — Ah! chat gentle boſom 


Fours faſt the ſtreams df life. 
ns! | $10615munDa, 
ms, b All aid is vain, 
! lee the i powef hand of death upon me—=  - 
"bat K 2 But, 


1966 TAN CRE D aid 
But, oh! it ſheds a ſweetneſs thro* my fate, 
That I am thine again; and without blame, 


Dire it A 
: 7 TAbcar o. Se. My 

Oh, death is in that voice! fo gently mild, Ti 
So ſadly ſweet, as mixes even with mine” 4 
The tears of hovering angels — Mine again No 
And is it thus the cruel Fates have join'd us ? "1 
Are theſe the horrid nuptials they prepare Oh 
For love like ours ? Is virtue thus rewarded ? Of 
Let not my impious rage accuſe juſt Heaven! — 
Thou, Tancred / Thou! haſt murder'd Sigi/munda! _ 
That furious man was bot the tool of Fate, e 


1, H the cauſe - But | will do thee juſtice 
On this deaf heart ! that to thy tender wiſdom 
Refus'd an ear—Yes, death ſhall ſoon unite us! 
S1GISMUNDA. 

Live, live, my Tancred /—Let my death ſuffice 
To expiate all that may have been amiſs. 
May it appeaſe the Fates, avert their fury 
From thy propitious'reign! Mean-time, of me I hi 
And of thy glory mindful, live, I charge thee, Yes 
To guard our friends, and make thy people happy- Pur 
_ {Olfrving Siffredi fixt in aftoni/oment and grie. Aga 


My father !-——Oh ! how ſhall I lift my "= Tha 
To thee my ſinking father! | Fror 
\ SiyFREDL, | My 

; Awfol Heaven! 'reſ 

I am chaſtis'd My deareſt child l-— . TE 
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da! 
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S1G15:MUNDA, | - 
Where am I ? 
A fearful darkneks cloſes all around— 
My friends! We needs muft part -I muſt obey 


'Th' imperious call—Farewel, my Laura / cheriſh '' 
My poor afflicted father's age—Rodojpho, N 


Now is the time to watch th' unhappy king, 

With all the care and tenderneſs of friendſhip— 
Oh my dear father] bow'd beneath the weight 
Of age and grief—the victim even of virtue, 
Receive my laſt adieu! Where art thou, Taxcred ? 
Give me thy hand—But, ah !—ic cannot fave me 
From the dire king of terrors, whoſe cold power 
Ah o'er wand heart——Oh ! 


Ta XNCRED., 


How theſe pangs diſtrad me 
O lift thy gracious eyes z—— Thou leav'ſt me Nun 
Thou leav'ſt me, Sigi/munda { 

$1610m08D4. 
Yet a moment— 

| had, my e e 
Je: but thy love and tenderneſs for me 
dure makes ĩt needleſ Harbour no reſentment 
Againſt my father; venerate his zeal, 


That ated from a principle of goodneſs, © 


from faithful love to thee—Live, and maintain 

My innocence imbalm'd, with holieſt care 
reſerve my ſpotleſs memory -I die 
ANAL Mazer take my trembling ſoul ! 


K 3 | on 
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Oh ! 'tis the only ſting of death to part 
From thoſe we love from thee — fare wel, my Tax 


cred ! bile { Diez, 
TANCBED. 
Thus then! 
[Flying to bis Bond is held by Rodolphs, 


Ropolyno, | 
Hold! hold ! my lord Have you forgot il | 
Your Sg! 's laſt requeſt already? ( 
| | -  Tancrgmt | 1 
OF! ſet me free! Think not to bind me down, f 
With barbarous friendſhip, to the rack of life! 8 
What hand can ſhut the thouſand thouſand gutes, 4 
Which death ſtill opens to the woes of motrals = Ml ! 
] ſhall find means—No power in earth or heaven T 
Can force me to endure the hateful light, 
Thus robb'd of all that lent it joy and ſweetneſt » 
Off! traitors ! off! or my diſtracted ſaul .. 
Will burſt indignant from this jail of nature, 
To where ſhe beckons yonder—No, mild mn 
Point not to life I cannot linger heres 
Cut off from thee, the miſerable. pit, , To 
The {cgra of human kind !— A — ls To 
Who let his mean poor- hearted love, one moment, 
To coward prudence ſtoop; who made it not Fro, 


The firſt undoubting action of his reign, . Alas 
To ſnatch thee. to his throne, and there to ſhield thee, fi M, 
Thy helpleſs boſom from a ruffian's fury — B 
O ſhame { © agony . O. che fell. ſtings 1 of Tha 


e223 
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Of late, of vain repentance!——Ha! my brain 

|; all on fire! a wild abyſs of thought 

1h? infernal world diſcloſes! See! behold him! 
Lo! with fterce ſmiles he ſhakes the bloody ſteel, 
And mocks my feeble tears! Hence quickly, 7 

hence ! = 

Spurn his vile carcaſs! give it to the dogs! þ 
-xpoſe it to the winds and ſcreaming ravens! F. 
Or hurl it down that fiery ſteep to hell, 4 I; 


a ul 2 Cf a Saas 
bs Y * „ INC 8 4 


There with his ſoul to toſs in flames for ever | 1 
Ah, impotence of rage What am I ? Where? 4 
dad, ſilent, all ?- The forms of dumb deſpair, 1 
Around ſome mournful tomb !— What do | ſee ? f 


This ſoft abode of innocence and love 
Turn'd to the houſe of death ! a place of horror 
ah! that poor corſe ! pale! pale! deform'd with murder! 
s that my 2 1 
. [Throwing himſelf down by ber. 4 
SiyfneDI, 3 
[ {fter a pathetic pauſe, locking on the ſcene before bim. 91 
Have 1 liv'd [8 


W — 


To theſe enfeebled years, by Heaven reſerv'd, 1 
To be a dreadful monument of juſtice ? —— | 0 
Nadolpho, raiſe the king, and bear him hence 1 
From this diſtracting ſcene of blood and death. 

Alas! I dare not give him my aſſiſtance; — 
My care would only more enflame his rage. 


Behold the fatal work of my dark hand, 
That by rude fggce the paſſions would command, 
„ That 
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That ruthleſs ſought to root them from the breaſt; 
They may be rul'd, but will not be oppreſt. 
Taught hence, ye parents, who from nature ſtray, 
And the great ties of ſocial life betray ;. 
Ne'er with your children act a tyrant's part: 
"Tis yours to guide, not violate the heart; 

Ye vainly wiſe, who oer mankind preſide, 
Behold my righteous woes, and drop your pride | 
Keep Virtue's ſimple path before your eyes, 

Nor think from evil good can ever riſe. 


CF 4 
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.BPILOGUL 


EPILOGU E 
Spoken by Miſs BVD GEII. 


7 Remn'd to the throat with eubelohane moral fuf 
Alas ! F 

Was ever hapleſs heroize of a play | 

In ſuch a piteous plight as ours to-day ? 
Wa: ruer woman /o by love betray'd? . 
Match'd with tae huſbands, and yet—die a maid. 

But bleſs .- bold — What ſounds are theſe I bear [— 
I ee the Tragic Maſe herjelf appear. 


The back-ſcene opens, and diſcovers a romantic. 
Sylvan landſkip; from which Mrs. Cibber, in the 
character of the Tragic Muſe, advances ſlowly to 
mufic, and ſpeaks the following lines: 


Hence with your flippant epilogue, that tries 
To wipe the virtuous tear from Britiſh eyes ; 
That dares my moral, tragic ſcene profan 
With frain;—at beſt, unſuiting, light and vain. 

TOE. „ Hence 


a Lv 
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Hence from the pure unſully'd beams that play 

In yon fair eyes where virtue ſhinet— Away ! 
Britons, to you from chaſte Caſtalian groves, | 

Where duuell the tender, oft unhappy lot; — 

Where ſhades of heroes roam, each mighty name, 

And court my aid to riſe again to fame; © 

To you come, to freedom's nobleft ſeat, 

And in Britannia fix my /aft retreat, | 4 
In Greece and Rome, I watth'd tbe public wwial ; 

The purple tyrant trembled at my fteel : 


Mor did T leſi oer private Arrrews reign, bs 


And mend the melting beart wwith Softer Jain. | 
On France and You then reſe my brightning far, 


With fecial ray—The Arts are wer at bt. 


O, as your fire and genius fironger d ih. 
As yours are generous Freadom r bolder lu 
Let not the Gallic taſe laue yu, Gebiad, 
In decent manners and in lifrrefin di; 2e 
Baniſb the motly mode, to tag how f,, e 
The laughing ballad to the mournful ber.... 
When thro" five ad your hearts have learnt'to 11 
Touch d with the ſacred force of boneft rac 


* 


O keep the drar imprt ion on your ab, | 
Nor iy lefe it for a ode ripe: Jef. rf F8v 
a get let 40 en E 


CORIOLANUS. 


PTT ᷣͤͤoä Act. Fes. . — ˙ Ste. > AE. _ Aa »» 
- 


Ys 


2 


PROLOGUE. 


_ Written by 


» 


The Hon. Guonoz LYTTELTON, Eſq; 


| Spoken by Mr. Quin. 


70 not here your candour to implere 
For ſcenes, whoſe author is, alas ! no mores. 

He wants no advocate bis cauſe to plead; 

You awill yourſelves be patront of the dead. 

No party bis benevolence confin'd, 

Mid alike it flow'd to all mankind. 

He low'd his friends ( forgive this cabin tear: 

Alas ! I feel I am no actor here) 

He lou his friends with fach « warmth of beart, 

de clear of int'reft, ſo devoid of art, 

Such generous friendſhip, ſuch unſbaken æcal, 

No words can fpeat it, but our tears may bell. 

O candid truth, O faith without a flain, 

O manners gently firm, and nobly plain, 

O hmpathizing love of others bliſs, 

Where will you find another breaff like bis? 

duch vas the man—1he poet well you know: 

Oft bas be touch'd your hearts «with tender aue: 


Of 
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t in this crowded houſe, with juſt applauſe, 
You heard him teach fair Virtue's pureſt laws ; 
For his chaſte muſe empley'd her heawv'n-taught tyre 
None but thy N to bins, © 
Not ont immoral, corrupted thought, ON y 
One line, which dying he could wiſh to blos. 

Ol, may to-night your \fayonrable doom 

Another laurel add to grace his tomb : 


Whil}t he, ſuperior many th pray/e or: blame, _ a | 


Hears not the feeble woice of human fame. 
Tet if to thoſe, who aft an earth he low'd, 
From whom his pious Cart it now remov'd, 


With whom his liberal hand, and bountgous heart, - 
$har'd all his little fortune could impart; * 


If to theſe friends your find regard fhall gi 
What they no longer cam from his receive; © © 


That, that, ever new, abu you Harry pole, BY 8 


May touch with pleaſure bit immortal foul.” © 
RETELLING nne x a 


1 


=» 08 


The Perſons repreſented. 


Catrus Makcius Cox lot Anus, Mr. Quin. 
Arrius TuLLus, general of the 

Volſcias army, ro | Mr. Ryan. 
GaLesvUs, one of the deputies of 

the Volſcian ſtates attending the Mr. Delaxe. 

camp, 
The other Deputies of the Velſcian 

ſtates, 
Vol uszus, one of the principal 

Volſcian officers, 4 d Mr. Sparks, 
Titus, freed-man of Gale/ſus, Mr. Ridout. 
Mazcus Minucivs, conſul and 

principal of the deputation from > Mr. Swab, 

Rome to Coriolanus, 
PosTHUMUs Cominivus, aconſular 


ſenator, one of the deputation, 
and who had been the Roman Mr. Anderſon. 


general at the taking of Ceriuli, 


VerurIA, mother of Coriolanus, Mrs. Woffington, 
VoLumnia, wife of Coriolanus, Miſe Bellamy, 


Roman Senators, Prieſts, Augurs, Sc. of the firſt de- 
putation. Roman Ladies in the train of Vetuna 
and Yolumnia, of the ſecond deputation. 


Vol/cian Ore1cers, Lictors, 801 DI ERS, Oe. 


SCENE, The Volſcian Camp. 
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Coriolanus. 
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ACT L ScENE N 
eee 


Arrius Torro, Vor u 81V82 


=  VoLvuaws 
4 Wr. 
1. Here on the borders of the Reman ſtate? 

Why ſleeps that ſpirit, whoſe heroic ardor 
Urg'd you to break the truce, and pour'd our hoſt, 
From all th' united cantons of the ole, 
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On their unguarded frontier ? Such deſigns 
Brook not an hour's delay ; their whole ſucceſs | 
Depends on inſtant vigorous execution. 

TuLLus, 

Veluſius, I approve thy brave impatience ; 
And will to thee, in confidence of friendſhip, 
| Diſcloſe my ſecret ſoul, Thog kit Gale/us, 

© Whoſe freedom Caius Marcius, once his gueſt, 
Of all the ſpoil of ſack'd Certioli, 
Alone demanded ; and who thence to Rome, 
From gratitude and friendſhip, followed Marcius; 
Whence lately to our Autium he return'd, _ 

With overtures of peace propos d by Rome. 
| VoLusius, -/ 
4 know him well; an antiquated ſage 

Of that romantic ſchool Pyrhagoras 
Eſtabliſh'd here on our He/perian ſhore ; 
Whow. gentle Aictates only ſerve-to time. 


Enfeebled mortals into ſlaves. 
> ++ TSANG kT 3 
0 Galſus, 


Doubtleſ, poſſeſſes many civil virtue -. 

Is gentle, good; for rectitude of heart, 

Ang innocence of life by all rever'd. 

RN 1 1 Vorvivs. 

' Pardon me, Talkus, if my faithful blunliefs \f 
Peems you too liberal in his-praiſe. In peace 
Such may perhaps do well, when prating Tules 


_ idle world; but in tempeſtuous times 
They 


wy ,j, * we , 
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They are ſtark naught, theſe viſionary ſtateſmen, 

Fit rulers only for their golden age. 

The rugged genius of rapacious Rome 

For other men, and other counſels, . 
TuLLvs,: 

Your thoughts are mine I only meant to tell thee 

The part he bears in this i]-tim'd delay. 

Soon as our gather'd army march'd from Antium, 
The Roman ſenate, whoſe attentive caution | 
Watch'd all our motions, took at once th' alarm; 
Agd ſeht a herald, ere we paſsd their borders, 
With formal cetemony, to demand 
The cauſe of our approach Had I been __—_ 
| would have anſwer'd at the gates of Rur. 
put this Ga/e/us, who attends our camp 
Among the Falſciam d eputiss, fo pleaded + 
The laws of nations, made ſuch loud complaints 
Againſt th' ĩnfraſtion of the public-faiths -: - | 
So teaz'd us with the pedaniry of fates, 1c. , 
That I was ſore d, unwilling, to permit 
lis freedman T #4 to be fent to Re | 
With our demands. If theſe the ſenate grants, 

We then are in the toils of peace entangled, 

In ſpite of all my efforts to avoid them. 
| Vouvsivs. 

O, 'tis a wild chimera ! Peace with Rome / 


Dream not of that, unleſs the Vol{cian eourage * 


Is quite ſubdu'd, and only ſeeks to gild 
A vile ſubmiſuon with that fpeciaus name. 
„ | Learn 
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Learn wiſdom from your neighbours. Peace with Ren- 
Has quell'd the Latines, tam'd their free-born ſpirit, 
And by her friendſhip honour'd them on, chain 
Tolk us. 
She ne'er will grant it on the juſt conditions 
I now have brought the Volſci to demand: 
The reſtitution of our conquer'd cities, 
And fair alliance upon equal terms. 
I know the Roman inſolence will ſcorn 
To yield to this: and Titus muſt return, 
Within three days, the longeſt term allow'd him g 
Of which the third is near claps'd already. 
Then even Gale will not dare to ſtop us 
With ſuperſtitious forms, and ſolemn trifles, 
From letting looſe th* unbridled rage of war 
* thoſe hated tyrants of Heſperia, 
Vous ius. 
Thanks to the gods | my ſword will then be frees 
Then, poor Corieli / thy bleeding wounds, 
Thy treaſures ſack'd, thy captive matrons, 
Shall amply be reveng'd by thy Yolufius : 
Then, Tx/{us, from the lofty brows of Marcie 


Thou may'ſt-regain the wreaths his conquering hand, 

By partial fortune aided, tore from thine, | 
TuLLvus, 

O my Velafins ! thou, who art a ſoldier, 

A try'd and brave one too, ſay, in thy heart 

Doſt thou not ſcorn me? thou, who ſaw'ſt me bend 


Beneath the half-ſpent thunder of a foe, - 


Warm 
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Warm from the conqueſt of Corioli, 


He had repell'd, he ſeiz'd almoſt alone; 
And gave to fire and ſword, Yet thence he flew, 
Scorning the plunder of our richeſt city, 
His wounds undreſt, without a moment's reſpite, 
To where our armies on the fearful edge 
Of !.4:tle ſtood 3; and, aſking of the conſul 
To be cppos'd to me, with mighty rage, 
Reſiſtleſs, bore us down, 
VoLvsrvs. 
True valour. Tullus, 
Lies in the mind, the never- yielding purpoſe, 
Nor owns the blind award of giddy Fortune. 
Torruvs. 
My ſoul, my friend, my ſoul is all on fire! 
Thirſt of revenge conſumes me ! the revenge 
q Of generous emulation, not of hatred. 
This happy Roman, this proud Marcius haunts me. 
Each troubled night when ſlaves and captives ſleep, 
Forgerful of their chains, I, in my dreams, 
Anew am yanquiſh'd;; and, beneath the ſword 
With horror ſinking, feel a tenfold death, 
The death of honour, But | will redeem— 
Yes, Marius, T will yet redeem my fame, 
To face thee once again is the great purpoſe 
tor which alone [ live —Till then how flow, 
How tedious lags the time! while ſhame corrodes me, 
With many a bitter thought ; and injur'd honour 
dick, and deſpondiog, preys upon itſelf. 
i Vorvus ius. 


. 


Which ruſhing furious in with thoſe, whoſe ſallß 


24 CORIOLANUS, 


Vor us ius. 

It faſt approaches now, the hour of vengeance, 
To this fam d land, to ancient Latium due. 
Unbalanc'd Rome, at variance with herſelf, 
To order loſt, in deep and hot commotion, 
Stands on the dangerous point of civil war; 
Her haughty nobleg, and ſeditious commons 
Reviling, fearing, hating one another: 
While, on our part, all wears à proſperous face; 
Our troops united. numerous, high in ſpirit, 
As if their gen'ral's ſoul inform'd * all. 
O long expected day 12 
| Torrus. 

Go, brave YVolu/ius, 
Go breathe thy ardor into every breaſt, 
That when the Fo/{cian envoy ſhall return, 
Whom ere the cloſe of evening | expect, 
One ſpirit may unite us in the cauſe 
Of generous freedom, and our native rights, 
So long oppreſs'd by Rome's encroaching power. Dia 


* * — 


— "I 
SCENE II. 1 
TuLLus ane. ome 


Calzſus ſaid that Marcius ſiands tor conſul. 
O favour thou his ſuit, propitious Fove / 
That I way brave him at his army's head, 


In all the majeſty of ſovereign pow'r! 
| ; 1 * 5 4 » 4 That 
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That the whole conduct of the war may reſt 
On us alone, and prove by its deciſion, 
Which of the two is worthieſt to command —— 


SCENE. UI. 


Turrus, Orrickx. 


Turrus. 
Ha! why this haſte ? you look alarm'd, 
; OFyicer, 
One of exalted port, his viſage hid, 
Has plac d himſelf upon your ſacred hearth, - 
deneath the dread protection of your Lares ; 
And ſits majeſtic there in ſolemn ſilence. 
| Turrus. 
Did you not aſk him who, and what he was ? 
|  OrF1can, 
lord, I could not ſpeak ; I felt appall'd, 
if the preſence of ſome God had ſtruck me, 
TuLLvus, 
"me, daſtard ! let me find this man of terrors. 


SCENE 
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SCENE Iv. N 


The back-ſcene opens, and diſcovers ContoLanus 
| as deſcribed above, 


CorioLanus, T'ULLUs, 


TUuLLUs, after ſome filence. | 

Illutrios ſtranger—for thy high demeanour 
Beſpeaks thee ſuch—who art thou? 

Cox lolLANus. 
[Rifing and unmuffling his fact, 
View me, Tullu— : 
[er fp 
Doſt thou not know me? 

\TuiLvs. 4 

No. That noble front 4 

I never ſaw before. What is thy name ? T 
. Con lot ANus. | 0 
Does not the ſecret voice of hoſtile inſtinct, | 1 
Does not oy ſwelling heart declare me to thee ? IF 
Turrus. f 8 

Gods! can it be — Ky as 
CorlolLanus. Go 

Yes. I am Caius Marcius ; A; 

i] 

Essen to thy ſmarting country by the name Ing 


Of Corio/anus, hat alone is left me, 


That empty name, for all my toils, my _ 


The 
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The blood which I have ſhed for thankleſs Rome. 
Behold me baniſh'd thence, a victim yielded 

By her weak nobles to the maddening rabble. 

I ſeek revenge. Thou may'ſt employ my ſword, 
With keener edge, with heavier force againſt her, 
Than e'er it fell upon the Volſcias nation. 

But if thou, Tullus, doſt refuſe me this, 

The only wiſh of my collected heart, 

Where every paſſion in one burning point 
Concenters, give me death : Death from thy hand 
| ſure have well deſerv'd—Nor ſhall I blaſh 

To take or life or death from Attius Tullus. 


Turrus. 


O Caius Marcius ! in this one ſhort moment, 
That we have friendly talk'd, my raviſh'd heart 
Has undergone a great, a wonderous change. 

| ever held thee in my beſt eſteem ; 

But this heroic confidence has won me, 

Stampt me at once thy friend, I were indeed 
A wretch as mean as this thy truſt is noble, 
Could I refuſe thee thy demand — Yes, Marcius / 
Thou haſt thy wiſh ! take half of my command, 
f that be not enough, then take the whole, 
We have, my friend, a gallant force on foot, 

An army, Marcius, fit to follow thee, 

Go lead them on, and take thy full revenge, 

Ail ſhould unite to puniſh the ungrateful, 
Ingratitude is treaſon to mankind, 


Vor. IV, | L Cor 10- 
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Cox iolAxus, embracing him. 


Thus, generous Tullus, take a ſoldier's thanks, 
Who is not practis'd in the gloſs of words 
Thou friend in deed! friend to my cauſe, my quarrel! 
Friend to the darling paſſion of my ſoul! 

All elſe I ſet at nought !—Immortal gods! 

I am new-made, and wonder at myſelf! 

A little while ago, and I was nothing ; 

A powerleſs reptile, crawling on the earth, 
Curs'd with a ſoul that reſtleſs wiſh'd to wield 
The bolts of Jewel dwelt in Erebus, 

I wander'd thro' the hopeleſs gloom of hell, 
Stung with revenge, tormented by the furies ! 
Now, Tullus, like a god, you draw me thence, 
Throne me amidſt the ſkies, with tempeſt charg d, 
And put the ready thunder in my hand! 


TuLLvs, 


What I have promis d, Marcizs, I will do. 
Within an hour at fartheſt we expect 

The freedman of Gale/us back from Rome," 

Who carried to the ſenate our demands. 

Their anſwer will, J doubt not, end the truce, 
And inſtant draw our angry ſwords againſt them. 
Till then retire within my inmoſt tent, 
Unknown to all but me, that when our chiefs 
Meet in full council to declare for war, 

I may produce thee to their wondering eyes, 


As if deſcended from avenging Heaven 


— 


— 
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To humble lofty Rome, and teach her juſtice, 
CorRlOLAaNnUS, 

To thy direction, Tullus, I reſign 

My future life : my fate is in thy hands ; 

And, if I judge aright, the fate of Rome, 


al! 


The End of the Firſt Ad. 
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ACT U. SCENE I. 


GaLEsvs, Titvus, 


GaLESUs. 
NDEED! my Titus, I had hopes that Rome, 
Vext as ſhe is with her domeſtic broils, 
Her frontier weak, her armies unprepar'd, 
Might have comply'd with our demands, and given us 
The ſame alliance granted to the Zatines, 
Ma. 

The ſenate ſcarce would hear the terms I offer d; W] 
But order'd me to bear this anſwer back: 
If firſt the Volſci take up arms, the Romans 
« Will be the laſt to lay them down.“ Pr 

GaALESUs, | 

| Alas! 

This anſwer feals the doom of many a wretch. 
Unchain'd Bellona from her temple raſhes, 
With all the crimes and vices in her train. 
Earth fades at her approach. To rural peace, 
Fair plenty, and the ſocial joy of cities, 
Soon will ſucceed rage, rapine, devaſtation, 
3 £: 


phe 11 
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Fach cruel horror ſanctiſy'd by names. 
O mortals ! mortals,! when will you, content 
With Nature's bounty, that in fuller flow, 
Still as your labours open more its ſources, 
Abundant guſhes o'er the happy world; 
When will you baniſh violence, and outrage 
To dwell with beaſts of prey in woods and deſerts,? 
Trrus. 
. till Rome ſhall change her conquering maxims, 
GaLEs8us, 
Her baughty ſpirit now will ſoar beyond 
ts uſual pitch, upborne by Caius Marcius, 
Stands he not for the conſulate ? 
Tirvs. 
He did. 
But is no more a citizen of Numa. 
GAlEsUs. 
What a thou, Titus ? 


Tirus. 
Marcius is from Name. 
baniſh'd for ever. | 
GALESU 8, 
O immortal Powers ! | 
On what pretence could they to exile dom 
Their wiſeſt captain, and their braveſt ſoldier ? 
Nor leſs renown'd for piety, for juſtice, 
An uncorrupted heart, and pureſt manners. 
Tirus. 


The charge againſt him was entirely * 1 


L 3 
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What not his enemies themſelves believ'd, 

Affecting of tyrannic power in Rome. 

His real crime was only ſome hot words, 

Struck from his fiery temper, in the ſenate, 

Againſt thoſe factious miniſters of diſcord, 

The tribunes of the people, They to rage, 

And frantic fury, rous'd the mad plebeians; 

By whom ſupported in their bold attempt, 

They durſt preſume to ſummon to the bar 

Of an enrag'd and partial populace, 

The moſt illuſtrious ſenator of Rome. 

To this the nobles yielded—and, with his, 

Gave up their own and childrens rights for ever. 
| Gatesus, © 

O ſhameful weakneſs in a Roman ſenate, 

So much renown'd for firmneſs ! yet my Titus, 

Spite of my love to Marcius, I muſt own it, 

J he vigorous ſoil whence his heroic virtues 

Luxuriant riſe, if not with careful hand ; 

Severely weeded, teems with imperſections. 

His lofty ſpirit brooks no oppoſition, 

His rage, if once offended, knows no bounds, 

He deems plebeians, with patrician blood 

Compar'd, the creatures of a lower ſpecies, 


Mere menial hands by Nature meant to ſerve him, 


Tirus. 
It was this high patrician pride undid him. 
The furious people triumph'd in his ruin 


Ax if they had expell'd another Targuin : 


While, 
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While, like a captive train, the vanquiſh'd nobles 
Hung their dejected heads in filent ſhame, 
Marcius alone ſeem'd unconcern'd ; tho? deep 
The latent tempeſt boil'd within his breaſt, 
Choak'd up and ſmother'd with exceſſive rage. 
GALESUS, 
You were his gueſt at Rome, and therefore, Titus, 
Licht on this ſad occaſion be permitted 
To join your tears with his domeſtic friends. 
Saw you that moving ſcene ? 
Trrus. 
I did, Gale/ſus, 

„ BB! ollow'd Marcivs home—His mother, there, 
Vituria, the moſt venerable matron 
Theſe eyes have &er beheld, and ſoft Yolumnia; 
His lovely virtuous wife amidſt his children, 
Spread on the ground, lay loſt in dumb deſpair. 
He ſwelling ſtood a while, and could not ſpeak, 
TY affronted hero ſtruggling with the man; 
Then thus at laſt he broke the gloomy ſilence ; 
« *Tis done. The guilty ſentence is pronounc'd. 
Ungrateful Rome has caſt me from her boſom. 
Support this blow with fortitude and courage, 
As it becomes two generous Roman matrons.. 

m. I recommend my children to your care, 
% Farewel. I go, I quit, without regret, 
* A city grown an enemy to virtue,” 

GaALB8Us, 

Oh 2 Marcius ! oh unconquer d ſtrength 

le, L 4 And 
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And dignity of mind! How much ſuperior 
Js ſuch a ſoul to all the power of Fortune! 
Tirus. 
This ſaid, he ſternly try'd to break away: 
When, holding in his hand his eldeſt ſon, 
Veturia follow d; while the poor Velumnia, 
All drown'd in tears, and bearing in one arm 
Their youngeſt, yet an infant, with the other 
Hung clingivg at his knees —he, turning to them, 
Half ſoften'd, half ſevere, breath'd from his ſoul 
Theſe broken accents—* Ceaſe your vain complainte, 
Mother, you have no more a ſon ; and thou, 
* Thou beſt of women! thou, my dear Yolumnes / 
No more a huſband,” —Pierc'd with theſe dire words 
Velumnia lifeleſs ſunk: and off he flung, 
Garlsus. 

Thy ſad tale 
Blinds my old eyes with tear But whither, tell me, 
O whither, Titus, bent he then his courſe ? 


Tir us. 
Where the blind genius of regardleſs rage 
And deſperation led. On to the gate 
Capena call d, attended by the nobles, 
He ſtalk'd in ſullen majeſty along; 
Nor deign'd a word. A godlike virtuous anger 
Beam'd thro? his features; and ſublim'd his air. 
With downcaſt eyes he walk'd; or, if aſide 


He chanc'd to look, each look was great reproach, 
Thos 
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Thus in emphatic ſilence, that made words 
Void and inſipid all, he parted from them, 
Ide day preceding my return from Rome ; 
Nor has been heard of ſince, loſt in th' abyſs 
Cf his own woes. | 2 
GaLEs | 
O Marcius, noble Marcius ! 
How ſhall my friendſhip ſuccapr thy diſtreſs? 
Where ſhall 1 find thee, to partake thy ſorrows,. 
And make myſelf companion 1 exile? | 
But, Titus, we indulge diſc too long © 
Go, and aſſemble thou the Yo//cian chieſe, 
| Whilſt I repair to Tullut, to inform, 
* and bring him to the council, there to hear 
The fatal anſwer thou haſt brought from Reme.. 


* — 


, SCENE II. 
Changes to TULLUs's Tent. 


 ContoLanus, Turrus. 


CorloLanus, 
Forgive me, Tullus, if I count the moments 
That ſtop the purpdſe of thy noble kindnefſs,, 
And keep me here confin'd in tame inaction. 
Why lingers Titus? 
L 5. Tur rus. 
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ToLLvs. 
Calm thy reſtleſs Mark; 
Brave Marcius; every minute I expect him, 
Soon from the cloud that hides tlie, ſhalt thou break 
With double brightneſs ; ſoon thy fiery rage 
Shall wither all the ſtrength and pride of Rome, 
54 CoRIOLANUS., 
O righteous ove, protector of the injur'd !. 
If from my earlieſt youth, with pious awe, - 
I fill have reverenc'd thy all- powerful juſtice, 
Still by her ſacred dictates rul'd my actions; 
O let that juſtice now ſupport my cauſe, | 
And arm my firong right-hand with all her terrors! 
When that is done, be life or death my lot, 
As thy almighty pleaſure ſhall determine, 
[ Enter an Officer ts Tullus, 


3 Orriekx. 
My lord, Gale/us aſks admittance to you. 
TuLLvus, 
Marcius, retire an inſtant, till I hear 
The buſineſs brings him hither—Bid him enter, 
[Exit Officer and Coriolanus, 
[Enter Galeſus, 
Q 
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CORIOLANUS, 


SCENE II. 


TvuLiLvs,. GALESUS. 


GaLESUS, 
Tullus, the Roman ſenate has return'd 
No other anſwer, to our late demands,. 
But abſolute denial and defiance. 
TuLLUS$, 
It is what I expected We ſhall teach them 
An humbler language ſoon—Haſt thou aſſembled, 
As I deſir'd, the Yolſcian chiefs in council? 
| Galksus. 
Titus is gone to ſummon their attendance; 
TuLLUs, 
It is enough - Come forth, my noble gueſt ! 
And ſhew Galgſus how the gods aſſiſt us. 
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SCENE Iv. 


Corrolanus, Turllvus, GALESUs. 


| _ _GalEsvs., 
O my aſtoniſh'd ſoul; what do I fee? 
What! Caius Marcius /' Caius Marcius here, 
Beneath. one tent with Tullus ? 
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TuLLus. 
Ay, and more, 
With Tullus, now his friend and ſellow-ſoldier. 
Yes, thou ſhalt ſee him thundering at the head 
Of Volſcian armies, he, who oft has carry'd 
Deſtruction thro” their ranks—Your leave a moment, 


While to our chiefs, and fathers, I announce 
Their unexpected gueſt, 


* — 


SCENE V. 


CortoLAnus, GAL Esus. 


Con ioL AN us., 
Thou good old CY 
Cloſe let me ſtrain thee to my faithful heart, 
Which now is doubly thine, united more 
By the protection which thy country gives me, 
Than by our former friendſhip. 
GALESUS, 
Strange event! 
This is thy a, almighty Providence ! 
Whoſe power, beyond the ſtretch of human thought, 
Revolves the orbs of empire; bids them ſink 
Deep in the deadning night of thy diſpleaſure, 
Or riſe majeſtic o'er a wondering world. 
The gods by thee—l ſee it, Coriolanus, — 
Mean to exalt us, and depreſs the Romans, 
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| Con or Axvus. 
Caliſus, yes, the gods have ſent me hither ; 
Thoſe righteous gods, who, when vindictive juſtice 
Excites them to deſtroy a worthleſs people, 
Make their own crimes and follies ſtrike the blow. 


GaLESUS, 
Cheriſh theſe thoughts, that teach us what we are, 
And tame the pride of man, There is a power 
Unſeen that rules th' illimitable world, 
That guides its motions, from the brighteſt ſtar, 
To the leaſt duſt of this fin-tainted mold ; 
While man, who madly deems himſelf the lord 
Of all, is nought but weakneſs and dependance, 
This ſacred truth, by ſure experience taught, 
Thou muſt have learnt, when, wandering all alone, 
Each bird, each inſeQ, flitting thro' the ſky, 
Was more ſufficient for itſelf, than thou 
Ah the full image of thy woes diſſolves me! 
The pangs that muſt have torn, at parting from thee, 
Thy mother and thy wife. I cannot think 
Of that ſad ſcene, without ſome drops of pity ! 


CORIOLANUS. 
Who was it forc'd me to that bitter parting ? 
Who, in one cruel, haſty moment, chas'd me 
From wife, from children, friends, and houſhold gods, 
Me! who ſo often had protected theirs ? 
Who, from the ſacred city of my fathers, 
Drove me with Nature's commoners to dwell, 
To lodge beneath their wide unſheltered roof, 
And at their table feed ? O blaſt me, gods! 
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With ev'ry woe! debility of mind, 
Diſhonour, juſt contempt, and palſy'd weakneſs, 
IF I forgive the villains ! yes, Gale/us, | 
Yes, I will offer to the Powers of vengeance 
A great, a glorious victim—a whole city | — 
Why, Tullus, this delay ? 
| GaLESUS., 
May Coriolanus 
Be to the Volſcian nation, and himſelf, 
The dread, the godlike inſtrument of juſtice ! 
But let not rage and vengeance mix their rancour ; 
Let them not trouble with their fretful ſtorm, 
Their angry gleams, that azure, where enthron'd: 
The calm divinity of Juſtice ſits, - - 
And pities, while ſhe puniſhes, mankind, 
Coxiorl Ax us. 
What ſaidſt thou? What, againſt the Powers of 
vengeance? 
The gods gave honeſt Anger, juſt Revenge, 
To be the awful guardians of the rights 
And native dignity of human kind. C 
O were it not for them, the ſaucy world 
Would grow a noiſome neſt of little tyrants ! 
Each carrion crow, on eagle merit perch'd, 
Would peck his eyes out, and the mungril cur 
At pleaſure bait the lion No, Gale/as, 
I would not raſhly, nor on light occaſion, 
Receive the deep impreſſion in my breaſt ; 
But when the baſe, the brutal and unjuſt, 


pf 


CORIOLANUS: 237 


Or worſe than all, th' ungrateful, ſtamp it there; 
Ol will then, with luxury ſupreme, 

Enjoy the pleaſure of offended gods, 

A NT juſt revenge !—Behold my ſoul, 


[ Enter an — | : 

OFFrIceR, | 

My lords, th' aſſembled chiefs deſire your . 1 
GALESUS., 4 

Come, noble Marcius; let my joyful hand 'S 
Conduct thee thither—Doubt not thy reception ' 
Will be proportion'd to thy fame and merit. l 
- ** *. 


SCENE VI. 


The back-ſcene opens, and diſcovers the deputies of the 
Volſcian States, aſſembled in council, They riſe and 
ſalute Coriolanus ;. then reſume their places. 


I boy m vas 24... 


GaLesvs,, Tur tus, CorioLanuvs,, Senators. 


Galrsus. 

Aſſembled ſtates, and captains of the Vici, 
Behold the chief ſo much renown'd in war; 
Our once ſo formidable foe, but now 
Our proffer'd friend and foldier—Carizs Marcius. 

1ſt SEnAaTOR, 
We give him hearty weloome from our ſouls. - 
. Cores 
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5 Cox lol Avus. 
Moſt noble chiefs, and fathers of the Velſci, 
I need not ſay, how by the people's rage, 


And the poor weakneſs of the timid nobles, 


I am expell'd from Rome. Had I confin'd. 
My wiſhes merely to a ſafe retreat, 
Some Latine city might have given me that; 
Or any nameleſs corner. What imports it, 
Where a tame patient exile rots in ſilence? 
But, Yol/cian lords, permit me to declare, 
J would at once cut ſhort my uſeleſs days, 
Rather than be that deſpicable wretch, 
Who neither can take vengeance on his foes, 
Nor ſerve his friends. That is my temper, chiefs, 
T-ſhall be glad to merit, by my ſword, 
Th' aſylum which I ſeek among the Volſei. 
Rome is our common foe: Then let us join 
Our common ſufferings, paſſions, and reſeatments, 
Yes, tho? but one, I bring ſo many wrongs, 
So large a ſhare of powerful enmity, 
Into the war, as gives me the preſumption, , 
To offer to the Volſcian ſtates th' alliance 
Even of my ſing!e arm, — . 
TvuLLvs, 

That ſingle arm 
Is in itſelf a numerous army, Marcius; 
The Volſcians ſo eſteem it—But proceed, 

Coniol AN us. 

I will not mention, Velſcian chiefs, what talent 


The 
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The world allows me to poſſeſs in war: 

But be that what it will, you may employ it, 
Soldier, or captain, in whatever ſtation 

You place me, I will loſe each drop of blood, 
Or with this hand I'll fix the Yo//cian ſtandard 
On the proud towers of capitolian Jeve. 


TuLLvus, 
Chiefs of the Volſcian league I give you joy 
Of our new citizen, the noble Marcius. 
The genius of the Volſcias ſtate has ſent him, 
Whetted by wrongs into a keener hatred 
Than that we bear to Rome. It were contemning, 
With impious ſelf-ſufficient arrogance 
This bounty of the gods, not to accept, 
With every mark of honour, of his ſervice. 
I, Volſcians, I, even Attius Tullus, give, 
Firſt of you all, my voice, that Cains Marcius 
Be now receiv'd to high command among us z 
That inſtantly we do appoint him general 


Of half our troops, which here, with your conſent, 


| to him yield. Speak, chiefs, is this your pleaſure? 
iſt SenATOR. 
1 is, We give unanimous conſent. 
TuLLus, embracing bim. 
Marcius, I joy to call thee my companion, 
And collegue in this war. 
| CorlOoLANUS, 


By all the gods! 
Thou art the generous victor of my ſoul ! 


Yes» 
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Yes, Tullus, T am conquer'd by thy virtue. 

| GALESUS, 
Tho' I have oft, on great occaſions, Tullus, 
Beheld thee in the ſenate, and the field, 
Cover'd with glory ; yet, I muſt avow, 
I never ſaw thee ſhew ſuch genuine greatneſs, 
Such true ſublimity of ſoul, as now. 
To ſcorn th' all- powerful charm of ſelfiſh paſſions, 
Chiefly the dazzling pride of emulation, 
That noble weakneſs of heroic minds, 
To ſink thyſelf that thou may'> raiſe thy country z. 
To put the ſword into thy rival's hand, 
And twine thy promis'd laurels round his bro) 
O 'tis a flight beyond the higheſt point 8 
Of martial glory! and what few can reach. M 
Go forth, ye choſen miniſters of juſtice ; 
And may that awful Power, whoſe ſecret hand 
Sways all our paſſions, turns our partial views 
All to its own dread purpoſes, attend you ! 

Cox ol Ax us. 

J burn to enter on the glorious taſk 
You now have mark'd me out. How flow the time: 
To the warm ſoul, that, in the very inſtant - 
It forms, would execute, a great deſign. 
"Tis my advice we march direct to Romt; 
We cannot be too quick, Let the firſt dawn 
See us in bright array before her walls. 
Perhaps when they behold their exile there, 
Back'd by your force, ſome conſcious hearts among 

| them : 


May 
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May feel th' alarm of guilt. 
TuLrLus. 
I much approve 
Of this advice, Tis what I thought before, 
Ere ſtrengthen' d. Marcizs, by thy mighty arm: 
But now *tis doubly right. Here, Volſcian chiefs, 
Here let our council terminate The troops 
Have had repoſe ſuſſicient. Strait to Rome 
Come, let us urge our march—As yet the ſtars 
Ride in their middle watch ; we ſhall with eaſe, 
| Reach it by dawn | 
CoRlOLANUS. 
Yes, we have time —too much! 
Six tedious hours till morn—But hence l away! 
My ſoul on fire anticipates the dawn, 


The End of the Stcond Al; 
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ATT M. SCENE 1 


 ComroLaxus, Turrus, VoLusws, Titus, 
with a erowd of Volſcian officers, Acclamations 


behind the ſcenes. 

N O more—1I merit not this laviſh praiſe, 
True, we have driven the Reman legions back, 

Defeated, and diſgrac'd—But what is this ? 

Nothing, ye Volſci, nothing yet is done, 

We but begin the wonderous leaf of ſtory, 

That marks the Roman doom, At length it dawns, 

The deſtin'd hour, that eaſes of their fears 

The nations round, and ſets Heſperia free, 

Come on, my brave companions of the war ! 

Come, let us finiſh at one mighty ſtroke 

This toil of labouring fate.— We will, or periſh ! 

While, noble Tullut, you protect the camp, 

I, with my troops, all men of choſen valour, 

And well-approv'd to-day, will ſtorm the city, 

Tirus. 
Beneath thy animating conduct, Marcius, 


Cox tot Axt. 


What 
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What can the Yo//cian valour not perform? 

Thy very ſight and voice ſubdues the Romans, 

When, lifting up your helm, you ſhew'd your face, 

That like a comet glar'd deſtruction on them, 

I ſaw their braveſt veterans fly before thee, 

Their ancient ſpirit has with thee forſook them, 1 

And ruin hangs o'er yon devoted walls. * 
[Enter an Officer, who addreſſes bimſelf 


to Coriolanus. g 

N OFFICER, E. 
ö My lord, a herald is arriv'd from Rome, '\ 
To ſay, a deputation from the ſenate, , 
Attended by the miniſters of Heaven, 3 

A venerable train of prieſts and flamens, d 

. Is on the way, addreſs'd to you. A 
CoRlOLANUS, - 

To me! | * 

What can this meſſage mean !—Stand to your arms, 4 

h Ye Velſcian troops; and let theſe Romans paſs J. 
Betwixt the lowring frown of double files. L 


What! do they think me ſuch a milky boy, 
Jo pay my vengeance with a few ſoft words, ; 
Come, fellow ſoldiers, Ta/lus, come, and ſee, ö 
If | betray the honours you have done me. 859 
[ Goes cut with & train of Volician «fficers, 6 


SCENE 
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SCENE II. 


TuLLus, VoLusIus, who remain, 


VorLvusvs, after ſome filence. 
Are we not, Tullus, failing in our aur 


Not to attend our general? 
TuLLtvus, 


How! what ſaidſt thou ? 


Vorvs1vs, 
Methought, my lord, his parting orders were, 
We ſhould attend the triumph now preparing 
O'er all his foes at once— Romans and Volſci ! 
Come, we ſhall give offence, 
TuLLus, 
| Of this no more. 
I pray thee pate thy bitter irony. 
VoLus1vs. 
Shall I then ſpeak without diſguiſe ? 
TuLLvus, 
Speak out 
With all the honeſt bluntneſs of a friend, 
Think'ſt thou J fear the truth? 
VoLus1vus, 


Then " Tullus, know, 


Thou art no more the general of the Yo//ci, 


Thou haſt, by this thy generous weakneſs, ſunk 


Thyſelf into a private man of Aulium. 


Yes, 


Cor 
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Yes, thou haſt taken from thy laurel'd brow 
The well-earn'd trophies of thy toils and perils, 
Thy ſpringing hopes, the faireſt ever budded, 
And heap'd them on a man too proud before, 
| TuLLus., 
ITe bears it high. 
Vor us ius. 
Death and perdition ! high! 
With uncontroul'd command !— You ſee, already, 
le will not be encumber'd with the fetters 
Of our advice. He ſpeaks his ſovereign will; 
On every hand he iſſues out his orders, 
As to his natural ſlaves.— For you, my lord, 
He has, I think, confin'd you to your camp, 
There in inglorious indolence to languiſh ; 
While he, beneath your blaſted eyes, ſhall reap 
The harveſt of your honour, 
TuLLUs. 
No, Yelufius, 
Whatever honour ſhall by him be gain'd - 
Reverts to me, from whoſe ſuperior bounty 
He drew the means of all his glorious deeds, 
This mighty chief, this conqueror of Rome 
Is but my creature, 
Vouusius, 

| Wretched ſelf-deluſion; 
He and the Yol/cians know he is thy maſter. 
He acts as ſuch in all things, Now by Mart, 
Could my abhorrent ſoul endure the thought 


Of 
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Of ſtooping to a Roman chief, I here 

Would leave thee in thy ſolitary camp, 

And go where glory calls. 

Turrvus. 
Indeed, Volufiut, 

did expect more equal treatment from him. 

But what of that ? — The generous pride of virtue 

Diſdains to weigh too nicely the returns 
Fler bounty meets with Like the liberal gods, 

From her own gracious nature ſhe beſtows, 

Nor ſtoops to aſk reward—Yet muſt I own, 

I thought he would nct have fo ſoon forgot 

What he ſo lately was, and what I am. 

Vorvs1vs, 

Gods! knew ye not his character before? 
| Did you not know his genius was to yours 
Averſe, as are antipathies in nature? 
High, over-weening, tyrannouſly proud, 
And only fit to hold command o'er ſlaves ? 
Hence, as repugnant to that equal life, 7 
Which is the quickening ſoul of all republics, 7 
The Reman people caſt him forth; and we, 
Shall we receive the bane of their repoſe, 
Into our breaſt ? Are we leſs free than they? 
Or ſhall we be more patient of a tyrant ? 


TuLLus. 
All this I knew. But while his imperfections 
Are thy glad theme, thou baſt forgot his virtues. 


VoLv- 


r- 
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Vor uses. T. 0 
I leave that ſubje to the ſmooth Gale, 4 V 
And theſe his Valſciam flatterers His virtues! 
Truſt me there is no inſolence that treadꝭ 
So high as that which rears itfelf on virtue. 
TuLLUs. 
Well, be it ſo-I meant, that even his vices 
Should, on this great occaßon, ſerve the Voſſei. 
— Vorvus1vs, 
Confuſion ! there it is! there lorks the fling 
Of our diſhonoar! while this Marcius leads 
The Roman armies, ours are driven before him. * 
Behold, he changes fides ; when with him changes 
The fortune of the war. Strait they grow Yol/c: 
And we victorious Romans—Such, no doubt, 
Such is his ſecret boaſt—Ay, this vile brand 
Succeſs itſelf will fix for ever on us; Ti 
And, Tulkes, thou, tis thou muſt anſwer for it. 
TuLLvs afide. | 
His words are daggers to my heart; I feel 
Their truth, but am aſham'd to own my Tally” 
VoLvs1vs. 
O ſhame ! O infamy ! the thought conſumes me, 
It ſcalds my eyes with tears, to ſee a Roman 
Borne on our ſhou{ders to immortal fame: 
Juſt in the happy moment that deeided 
The long diſpute of ages, that for which 
Our generous anceſtors had toil'd and bled, 
To ſee him then Rep in add ſleal our glory! 


Vorl. IV. M - O that 
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O that we firſt had periſh'd all ! A people, 
Who cannot find in their own proper force 
Their own a protection, are not worth the _—_ 
| Turtus. 

It muſt have way! I will no more ſuppreſs it 

Know then, my rough old friend, no leſs than thee 
His conduct hurts me and upbraids my folly. 
I wake as from a dream. What demon mov'd me? 
What doating generoſity ? his woes, 
Was it his woes! To ſee the brave reduc'd 
To truſt his mortal foe ? perhaps, a little 
That work'd within my boſom — But, Yolufrus, 
That was not all -I will to thee confeſs 
The weakneſs of my heart Ves, it was pride, 
The dazzling pride to ſee my rival- warrior 
The great Corio/anus, bend his ſoul, 
His baughty ſoul, to ſue for my protection. 
Protection ſaid I? were it that alone, 
I had been baſe to have refus'd him that, 
To have refus'd him aught a gallant foe 
Owes to a gallant foe.—But to exalt him 


To the ſame level, nay, above myſelf; i Ne 
To yield him the command of half my troops, Or 
The choiceſt acting half—That, that was madneſs! W W. 
Was weak, was mean, — of a man To 
Vor vs ius. | He 

I ſcorn to flatter thee—It was indeed. of 
Tv LLUS, ; | Stic 

Curls on the ſlave Galgſus / ſoothing, he v3 cr S001 
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Seiz'd the fond moment of infatuation, f 
And clinch'd the chains my generous folly forg'd. 
How ſhall I from this labyrinth eſcape ? 

Muſt it then be ! what cruel genius dooms me, 
In war or peace to creep beneath his fortune? 
VoLusivs. 
That genius is thyſelf, If thou canſt bear 
The very thought of ſtooping to this Raman, 
Thou from that moment art his vaſlal, Tullus; 
Ly that thou doſt acknowledge, parent Nature 
Has form'd him thy ſaperior. But if fix d 
Upon the baſe of manly reſolution, 
Thou ſay'ſt—I will be free ! I will command! 
I and my country! then O never doubt it 
Ve ſhall find means to cruſh this vain intruder ; 
Even 1 I wyſelf—this band— - \ - 
|. Nay, hear me, Tullus, 
Tis not yet come to that, that laſt reſource. 
do not ſay we ſhould employ the dagger, 
While other, better means are in our power, 

Turrus. | 

No, my Yelufus, Fortune will not drive us, 

Or I am much deceiv'd, to that extreme: 

We ſhall not want the ſtrongeſt faireſt plea, 

To give a ſolemn ſanction to his fate. 

He will betray himſelf. Whate'er his rage 

Of paſſion talks, a weakneſs for his country 
Sticks in his ſoul, and he is ſtill a Roman, 

Soon ſhall we ſee him tempted to the brink 

M 2 
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Of this ſure precipice Then down, at once, J 
Without remorſe, we hurl him to perdition 
But hark ! the trumpet calls us to à ſcene 
I ſhould deteſt, if not from hope we thence 
May gather matter to mature our,purpoſe, 


SCENE III. 


The back-ſcene opens, and diſcovers Coriolanus fi- WI |. 
ting on his tribunal, attended by his liftors, and a I 
croud Volſcian officers. Files of troops draus x, 
up on either hand. In the depth of the ſeene - ar 
pear the deputies from the Roman ſenate, M. Mi- Ne 
nucius, Poſthumus Cominius, Sp. Lartius, P. 
Pinnarius, and Q. Sulpitius, all conſular ſen- 
tors, who had been his maſt zealous friends. And 
behind them march the priefts, the ſacrificers, thi 
augurs, and the guardians of the ſacred thing, 
dreft in their ceremonial habits, Theſe 
fowly betwixt the files of ſoldiers, under arms 
As Tullus enters, Coriolanus ri/ing ſalutes bu 


CortoLanus, — 
Here, noble Tullus, fit, and judge my conduct; 
Nor ſpare to check me, if I act amiſs, 


Torte 
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- TutLvus, 
Marcius, the Yol/cian fate is in thy hands. 
[Coriolanus is ſeated again, and Tullus places himſelf 
upon a tribunal on his left hand, Mean time the 
Roman deputies advance up to Coriolanus and /a- 
lute him, which be returns. 
CorlOLANUS. 
What, Reman, from the generals of the Fo{/ci. 
Is your demand ? 
: Minucivs. 
O Coriolanus, Rome, 
Nurſe of thy tender years, thy parent-city, 
Her ſenators, her people, prieſts, and augurs, 
Her every order and degree, by us, | 
Thy ever-zealous, ſtill-unſhaken friends, 
Sue in the moſt pathetic terms for peace. 
And ir in this conſtrain d, we from our maxim, 
Never to aſk but give it, muſt depart; 
It is ſome conſolation, in the ſtate 
To which thou haſt by thy ſuperior valour 
N that wo aft ie fea © Reman, 
Con ioĩl anus. | 
| was a Roman once, and thought the name 
Was not diſhonour'd by me ; but it pleas'd 
Your lords, the mob of Reme, to take it from mez 
Nor will I now receive it back again. 
Minvcivs., 
The name thou mayſt reje&, but canſt not throw 
The duties from thee which that name imports ; 
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Indiſſoluble duties, bound upon thee 
By the ſtrong hand of Nature, and confirm'd 
By the dread ſanction of all-ruling Jove. 
Then hear thy country? s ſupplicating voice; 
By all thoſe duties I conjure thee hear us. 
CoRIOLANUS. 
Well—1 will hear thee ; ſpeak, declare thy meſlage. 
Minvcivs, 
Give peace, give healing peace, to two . nations, 
Fatigu d with war, and ſick of cruel deeds! 
To carty on deſtruction's eaſy trade, 0 l. 
Alia mankind, and ſcourge the world with war, 
Js what each wicked, each ambitious man, 
Who lets his furious paſſions looſe, may do: 
But in the flattering torrent of ſucceſs, 74 
To check his rage, and drop th uveuging . 
When a repenting people aſk it of him. le cen 
That is the genuine bounty of a god. heard 
J hen urge no farther this your juſt raſcntmant 3 
Which, injur'd as you are, you needs muſt feel, 
' Put never ought to carry into action, G | 4 
* Againit your ſacred country; whence, you drew 4 
Your life, your virtues, every mortal good, 7 
That very valour you employ againſt her. Is 
Stop, Coriolanus, ere, beyond retreat, = 
H 
T 


You plunge yourſelf in crimes. To the fierce j joy 
Of vengeance puſh'd to barbarous exceſs, _ 
Repentance will ſucceed, and fickning horror, 


=_ Conſider too the ſlippery ſtate of fortune. D 
| Tl 
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The gods take pleaſure oft, when haughty mortals | 
On their own pride erect a mighty fabric, 
By ſlighteſt means, to lay their towering ſchemes 
Low in the duſt, and teach them they are nothing, 
Return, thou virtuous Reman / to the boſom 4 
Cf thy imploring country. Lo! ber arms 
She fondly ſpreads to take thee back again, 
And by redoubled love efface her harſhneſs. ; 
Return, and crown thee with the nobleſt N 
Which glory can beſtow—the palm of . „ 
| CorloLANnUSs, 
Marcus Minucius, and ye other Roman, 
Reſpected ſenators, and holy flamens, A 
Attend, and take to your demand this anſwer: „ 
Why court you me, the ſervant of the Yolſci ? 
It is to them that you muſt bend for peace, | 
Which on theſe only terms they will accord you. 
„ Reſtore the conquer'd lands, your former wars 
Have raviſh'd from them: from their towns and 
cities, 11. 
% Won by your arms, withdraw your colonies; 
„And to the full immunities of Rome + | 
„ Frankly admit them, as you have the Zatines,” 
Then, Romans, ye have peace, and not till then! 
If theſe are terms which ſuit not your ambition, 
They ſuit the ſtate to which the #3/rian arms | 
Have now reduc'd you We have learn d from Rome 
To uſe our nnn 
TuLiLus affde.. - 
Death to. my hopes! Pm now his fave for ever, 
M 4 Cor0s 


248 CORIOLANUS; 


ConroLatus, addri//ing bimſelf to the Volſch, 
This, my iHuftrious patrons and protectors, 
Valſei, to you Iod. Permit me now 
To do myſelf and injur'd honour juftice. 
[Turning again to the Romang, 
As to the liberty you idly vaunt 
To give me of returning to your City, 
*Fis what I hold unworthy of acceptance. 
Can I return into th' ungratefal boſom 
Of a diſtracted ſtate, where, to the rage 
Of a vile ſenſeleſs populace, the laws 
Are by your ſhameful weakneſs given a prey | 
Who are the men that hold the ſway among you & 
And whom have you expell'd, as even unworthy 
To live within the cinQure of your walls! 
O the wild thought breaks in and troubles rea ſon - 
With what, ye Romans, can the ſowereſt cenſor, 
The moſt envenom'd malice, juſtly charge me? 
Did 1 e'er break your laws? Nay, did I e'er 
Do aught that could cit rb the ſacred order, 
The peace and ſocial harmony of life; 
Or taint your ancient ſanctity of manners ? 
What was my crime? I could not bear to ſes 
Your dignity debas'd, to fee the rabble 
Tread on the reverend grey authority 
Of ſenatorial wiſdom : Yes, for you, 
In your defence I did enrage this monſter ; 
And yet you baſely left me to its fury. 
Then talk no more of ſervices and friendſhip : 
A friend, 
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A friend, who can, and does not-ſhield, betrays me. 
Or if the power was wanting, then your ſenate - 
Is ſunk into ſervility and-bondage, 
Nor ſhould a freeman deigu to ſit among you. 
Minvucivs. 
The wiſeſt are ſometimes compell'd to yield. 
To popular ſtorms : yet I defend not; Marcius, 
Our timid conduct; we have felt our error, 
And now invite thee back to aid the ſenate, 
With thy heroic ſpirit to reſtrain 
The giddy rage of faction, and to hold 
The reins of government more firm hereafter. 

As to th' appeal which thou haſt nobly made 
In vindication-of thy ſpotleſs fame, 
With pleaſure we confirm it, and bear witneſs - 
To all thy public and thy private virtues ; 
But let us alſo beg thee not to ſtain 
The brightneſs of that glory by a crime, 
Which, unrepented, would diſgrace them all, 
A dire rebellious war againſt thy country. 

| CorlQLANUS, 
Abſurd l what can you mean ? To call a people, 
Whq with the laſt indignity have us'd me, 
To call my foes my country | No, Miami, 
It is the generous nation of the Velſci. 
Theſe brave, theſe virtuous men, you ſee around me, 
Who, when I wander'd a poor helpleſs exile, 
Took pity of my injuries and woes; 
Forgot the former miſchiefs.of my ſword 3 
M '$ | Heap'd-- 
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Heap'd on me kindneſs, honours, dignities ; 

Fear'd not to truſt me with this high command, 

And plac'd me here the guardian of their cauſe : 

Be witneſ$ Fove lt is alone their nation 

T henceforth will acknowledge for my country! 

Let this ſuſfice — Vou have my anſwer, Romans. 
Comnivs, 

This anſwer, Coriolanus, is the diftate 

More of thy pride than magnanimity : 

"Tis thy revenge that gives it, not thy virtue. 

Art thou above the gods? who joy to ſhow'r 

Their doubled goodneſs on repenting mortals ? 

But think not I intend, by this, to urge 

Our profler'd peace, ſo harſhly treated, further. 

That were a weakneſs ill becoming Romans, 

vet! muſt tell thee, it would better ſuit | 

A fierce deſpotic chief of barbarous ſlaves, 

Than the calm dignity of one who ſits 

In the grave ſenate of a free republic, 

To talk ſo high, and as it were to thruſt 

| Plebeians from the native rights of man,— 


CoRiolAN us. 
Ha! doſt thou come the people's advocate 
To me, Cominius ! com'ſt thou to inſult me! 
Cominivs. 
Nay, hear me, Marcius :—Theſe grey hairs impower 
me 
To ſet thee right before this great aſſembly : 
And there was once a time, thou wouldfl have heard 
| Thy 
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Thy general with more deference and pon 

I tell thee then, whoe'er amidſt the ſons _ 

Of reaſon, valour, liberty, x and virtue, 
Diſplays diſtinguiſh'd merit, is a noble 

Of Nature's own creating, Such have riſen, 
Sprung from the duſt; or where had been our honours? 
And ſuch in radiant bands will rife again, ' 

In yon immortal city, that, when moſt 

Depreſs'd by fate, and near apparent ruin, 

Returns, as with an energy divine, 

On her aſtoniſh'd foes, and ſhakes them FRA her 
Your pardon, Yol/ci—But this, Coriolanus, - | 


ls what I had to ſay. 

Cosa iorA &us. 

And I have heard it— 

[Rifing from his tribunal ; and. the 
priefts advancing to addreſs bim, 
be preventy them, 

For you, ye awful miniſters of Heaven, * 


Let me not hear your holy lips profan'd 
By urging what my duty muſt refuſe. 
I bow in adoration to the gods; 
I venerate their ſervants. But there is, 
There is a power, their chief, their. darling care,, 
T he guardian of mankind, which to betray. 
Were violating all- And that is Juſtice, 

So far my public character demands: 
So far my honour.— Now, what ſhould forbidd 
The man, and friend, to be indulg'd a little ?- 
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Permit me to embrace thee, good Minucius, 
Thee, Lartizs ; you, Pinnarius and Sulpitius : 
But chiefly thee, Cominixs, who firſt rais'd me 
To deeds of arms: who from thy conſular brow. 
Took thy own crown, and with it circled mine. 
Tho' nought can ſhake. my purpoſe, yet | wiſh 
That Noa had ſent me others on this errand. 
] thank you for your friendſhip, The protection, 
Which you have given to thoſe, whom once I call'd 
-By tender names, I would not now remember. 

How ſhall I-ſay—retorn. your generous goodneſs ? 

O, there is nothing you, as friends, can aſk, 

My grateful heart will not with pleaſure grant you. 

\Comtnvs, 
We thank thee, Corialanu. But a Romas 
Diſdains that favour you refuſe his country. 
\ ContgLAnus. 
[To the Volſcian officer. 

dee that they be, wich due regard and laſety, 
Conducted. back. | 


[To the Roman ſenators. 
J will ſuſpend th' aſſault, 
Tilt to theſe terms, of which we will not bats. 
The ſmalleſt part, your ſenate may have time 
To ſend their lateſt anſwer, Then we cut, 
All further treaty off, Romans, farewel. 


The End of the Third 4d < 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


TULLUs,. ane. 

HAT is the mind of man ? A reſtleſs ſcene- 
Of vanity and weakneſs ; ſhifting ſtill, . 
As ſhift the lights-of our uncertain: knowledge ; . 
Or as the various gale.of paſſion breathes. | 

None ever thought himſelf more deeply founded: 
On what is right, nor felt a nobler ardor, . 
Than I, when I inveſted Cains Marcius 
With this ill-judg'd command. Now it appears 
Diſtraction, folly, monſtrous folly! 'meanne( ! 
And down 1 plunge, betray'd even by my virtue, 
From gulph te gulph, from ſhame to deeper ſhame- 
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SCENE II. 


Torrus, GaLzsus. 
GaLEsvus.. 
I liſten'd, Ta/lzs, to th' important ſcene 
That lately paſs'd before us, with moſt ſtrict 
Unpre- 
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Unprejudic'd attention; and have ſince 
Revolv'd it in my mind, both as a man, 
Ally'd to all mankind, and as a Volſcian. 
Indeed our terms are high, and by the manner 
In which they were preſcrib'd by Coriolanus, 
Are what we cannot hope will &er be granted. 
They ſhould be ſoften'd, Let us yield a little, 
Conſcious ourſelves. to a great nation's pride, 
The pride of human nature. Could the Romans 
Stoop to ſuch peace, commanded by the ſword 
They then were ſlaves, unworthy our alliance. 
TuLLvus, | 
Gods! do I hear in thee, one of the chiefs. 
Intrufted with the honour of the Vl Hei, 
An advocate for Rome ? 
G:Lltsvs, 
| I glory, Tullus, 
To own myſelf an advocate for peace, 
Peace is the happy natural ſtate of man; 
War his corruption, his diſyrace— 
| ToutLus. 
His ſafeguard ! 
His pride! his glory! — What but war, juſt war, 
Gave Greece her heroes? Thoſe who drew the ſword 
(As we do now) againſt the ſons of rapine; 
| To quell proud tyrants, and to free mankind, 
GalssVUs, 
Yes, Tullus, when to juſt defence the warrior. 
Confines his force, he is a. worſhip'd name, 
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Dear to mankind, the firſt and beſt of mortals? 
Yet ftill, if this can by foft means be done, 
And fair accommodation, that is better. 
Why ſhould we purchaſe with the blood of thouſands, 
What may be gain'd by mutual juſt conceſſion? 
Why give up peace, the beſt of human bleflings, 
For the vain cruel pride of uſeleſs conqueſt ? 


Tutrus. 
Theſe ſoothing dreams of philoſophic quiet 
«ng only fit for unfrequented ſhades. 
he ſage ſhould quit the buſy buſtling world, 
Ill ſuited to his gentle meditations, 
And in ſome deſert find that peace he loves. 


GaLEsus, 
Miſtaken. man ! Philoſophy conſiſts not 
In airy ſchemes, or idle ſpeculations : 
The rule and conduct of all ſocial life 
Is her great province, Not in lonely cells 
Obſcure ſhe lurks, but holds her heavenly light 
To ſenates and to kings, to guide their councils, 
And teach them to reform and bleſs mankind. 
All policy but her's is falſe and rotten ; 
All valour not conducted by her precepts: 
Is a deſtroying fury ſent from hell 
To plague unhappy man, and ruin nations. 
FTuLLus, 
To ſtop the waſte of that deftroying fury 
Is the great cauſe and purpoſe of this war: 
Art thou a friend to A t—ſubdue the Remane;- 
Who, 
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Who, W but they, have turn'd this ancient land, 


Where, from Saturnian times, harmonious concord 
Still lov'd to dwell, into a ſcene of blood, | 

Of endleſs diſcord, and perpetual rapine ? 

The ſword, the vengeful ſword, muſt drain away 
This boiling blood, that thus diſturbs the nations ! 
Talk not of terms. It is a vain attempt 

To bind th' ambitious and unjuſt by treaties : 
Theſe they elude a thouſand ſpecious ways ; 

Or if they cannot find a fair pretext, 

They bluſh not in the face of Heaven to break them. 


GALESUS, 
Why then affronted Heaven will combat for us. 
Set juſtice on our fide, and then my voice 
Shall be as loud for war as thine; my ſword 
Shall firike as deep; at leaſt my blood ſhall flow 
As freely, Tullus, in my country's cauſe. 
But as I then would die to ſerve the Velſciant, 
So now I dare to ſerve them by oppofing, 
Even with my fingle voice, th' impetuous torrent 
That hurries us away beyond the bounds 
Of temperate wiſdom ; and preſume to tell thee, . 
It is thy paſſion, not thy prudence diQates 
This haughty language. 

Turrus. ; 

Yes, it is my paſſion, 

A paſſion for the glory of my-country, 
That ſcorns your narrow views of timid prudence. 
Our injur'd honour drew our ſwords, and never 


Shall 
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Sball they be ſheath'd while I command the Folſcians,, 
Till Rome ſubmits to Aatium. 
Galgsvs. 
Romo will periſh. 
Fre ſhe ſubmit,z and ſhe has ſtill her walls, 
The ſtrength of her allies, her native valour, 
Which oft has ſav d her in the worſt extremes, 
And, ſtronger yet than all, deſpair, to aid her. 
TuLLvs. 
All theſe will nought avail her, if our fears. 
Come not to her afliſtance—But, Galeſus, 
Why urge you this to me? Go, talk to Marcius. 
The war has given him all his pride could hope for, 
To ſee Rome's ſenate humbled at his feet : 
He now may wiſh to reign in peace at Aatium, 
And thou, perhaps, art come an envoy from him, 
To learn if I ſhall prove a quiet ſubject. 
| GALESUS, 

Thro' this unguarded opening of thy ſoul, 
I ſee what ſtings thee— Ah! beware of envy | 
If that pale fury feize thee, thou art loſt! 
Tullss, tis eafier far, from the clear breaſt, 
To keep out treacherous vice, than to expel it. 
Farewel, Remember I have done my duty. 

[ Goes aur. 


— 


Torr us, alone. 
This man diſcerns my heart Well: What of that? 
Am I afraid its movements ſhould be ſeen ? 
L hole clear thoughts have never ſhunn'd the light, 
Muſt 
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Muſt I now ſeek to hide them? O misfortune ! 
To have reduc'd myſelf to ſuch a ſtate, 

So much beneath the greatneſs of my ſou}, 
That, like a coward, I muſt learn to practiſe 
The wretched arts of vile diſſimulation! 

By Heaven, I will not do it—I will not ſtoop 
To veil my diſcontent a moment longer. 

But ſee! my rival comes, the happy Marcizs. 
His haughty mien, his very looks, affront me. 


SCENE Ill. 
Conior Anus, Toros. 


| ConoLanus. 

Tullus, I have recciv'd intelligence, 

That a ſtrang body of the Latin troops 

Is in full march to raiſe the ſiege of Reme, 

Another day will bring them to its aid. 

But go thou forth, and lead the valiant bands, 

By thee commanded, to repel theſe ſuceours. 

Go, and cut off from Rome its laſt reſource. | 
TuLLvs, | 

1 lead my troops, from the great ſcene of action, 

From falling Rome, which, ere to-morrow's ſun 

Shall ſet, may be our prey ! ſure you forget 

My rank and ſation—l diſdain the ſervice : i 

Give it to ſome you may command. For me, 


I own 
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I own no maſter but the Velſcian ſtates. 
Rome is my object. 1 from Aulium brought 1 
The nobleſt army ever ſhook her walls. 

And ſhall I now, on that deciſive day, 

Doom'd by the gods to lay her pride in aſhes, 
Shall I be abſent from the glorious work ? 

It is the higheſt outrage even to think it.— 

Juſt gods! doſt thou preſume to give thy orders 
To me? to me!-thy equal i in command ? 

Nay, thy ſuperior? was it not my hand, 

My laviſh hand, beftow'd thy power upon thee ? 
And know, proud Roman, that the wan ho gave it, 
Can at his will reſume it. 


ConJoLanvs, 
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This expedition to thee. as RY e 800 
Not as thy general, Tullus, © e are both 
Commanders here ; and for my ſhare of pow'r, 
Whene'er the council of the Pelſcian ſtates, 
Who cloath'd me with it, ſhall again demand it, 
I at their feet will lay i it down, perſuaded, 
1 he canker'd tongue of Envy's ſelf muſt on, 
That by * ſervice I have welf deſetvid it. 
‚ Torrus. 2 
Was i it to them, or me, you hither 
To crave protection? Was not then your  fortiine, 
Your liberty, your life, at my diſpoſal? © 
I rais'd you from the duſt, a wretched exile, | 
An ontcaſt, helpleſs, friendleſs, driven to beg, 
| The 
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The loweſt refuge which deſpair can ſeek, 
Shelter amidſt thy foes. My pitying goodneſs. 
Protected, truſted, and beliey'd. you grateful, 
O ill-plac'd confidence !—— 
Co KIOLANUS, | 
Immortal gods! 
Hear I theſe words from Tullus. 
TuLlLvs, 

What for all this. 
Ts . return? Pride ; ſelf-ſufficiency.; "=: 
Councils apart-fgom mine; deſpotic orders ; 
The glory of the war all.pilfer'd from me: 
And, to complete the whole, a Latin army 
Now conjur'd up to draw me from the ſiege; 
Till by cajoling our tame chiefs, and dazzling. 
The ſenſeleſs eyes of the low mob of ſoldiers, - 
Thou ſhalt be ſolely ſeated in the power 
Which, thank my folly.! now. is ſhar'd betwixt ui. 

CorloLANnU8, 

O indignation Down, thou ſwelling heart - 
I will be calm I will.— Thou doſt accuſe me 
Of the worſt vice that can debaſe mankind, 
Of black ingratitude. On what foundations ? 
What have I done to merit ſuch a charge ? 
Is it my fault, if in the Volſcian army 


My name is as rever'd and great as thine? 

Can I forbid authority, and fame, 

To follow merit and ſucceſs . knew 

The man whom you employ'd, and ſhould haye brow 
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He would not be a cypher in employment. 
TuLLvus, 


To be that cypher ! that diſtonour'd tool ! 
Subſervient to th' ambition of another ? 
Gods | I had rather live a drudging peaſant, 
Unknown to glory, in ſome Alia village; 
Than at the head of theſe victorious legions, 
Bear the high name of chief, without the _ 
No, Marerur, no. I will command indeed: 
And thou ſhalt learn, with all the Volſcian amy 
To treat their general with reſpe&. 
CortoLanus, | 

| ReſpeR ! 
O Tullus ! Tulles ! by the Powers divine! 
I bore thee once reſpect, as high as man 
Can ſhew to man. From thee, my foe, my riva}, 
I nor diſdain'd nor fear'd to aft protection. 
You gave me all I aſk'd, you gave me more, 
With-noble warmth of heart ! which to eſteem, 
Added the ties of gratitude, and friendſhip. 
Whatever fince, in council, or in arms, 
Has been by me atchiev'd, was done for thee. 
My glory all was thine. The palms I gain'd 
Only compos'd a garland for his brow, 
Who rais'd this baniſh'd man to tread on Rome, 


Mera x 5 | 
To tread on him who tais'd him—That, I know, 
Is thy ambitious purpoſe ; but be certain, 


Think'ft thou my heart can better brook chan thine 


| 
G 
l 
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However Rome may bend beneath thy fortune, 
Thou ſhalt not find'an eaſy conqueſt here. 
Cox iotl ANus. 


May ove with lightning firike me to the cetitre, 


If from the day I ſaw thy face at Autiu n, © 
My heart has ever form'd one ſecret thought © 
To hurt thy honour, or depreſs thy greatneſs : 
I was thy friend, thy ſoldier, and thy Terran. 
But now I will as openly avow, m 
Thy jealouſy has, with envenom'd breath, 
Made ſuch a ſudden ravage in our friendſhip, 
I know not what to think, — | 
TuLLvs, 
Think me thy foe. - 
There 1s no- laſting friendſhip with the proud, 
Corto Auvs. 
Nor with the jealous —— But of this enough. 
Come, let us turn our fire a nobler way : 
We have a worthiet quarrel to purſue... 
It were unjuſt, diſhonourable, baſe, 
Our _ ſhould hurt the Yo//eian cauſe, 
Turrus. 
do, Marcius, 
I mean to guard it better for the future: 
The Volſtian cauſe is ſafeſt with a Velſcian,. 
I therefore claim, inſiſt upon my right ; 
That you ſhall yield me my command in turn, 
The firſt attack was yours: Tis ſcanty juſtice, 
The ſecond ſhould be mine, 
Con 
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CorloLANUS. 
Tullus, tis yours. 

O it imports not which of us command 
Give me the loweſt rank among your troops: 
All 1aly will know, the voice of fame 
Will tell all future times, that I was preſent ; 
That Coriolanus in the Volſcian army | 
Aſſiſted, when imperial Rome was ſack'd; 
That city which, while he maintain'd her cauſe, 
Invincible herſelf, made Antizm tremble, 

| TuLLus, 
What arrogant preſumption ! 


SCENE IV. 


7 them VoLusIvs, entering haſtily. 


TuLLvus. 
Ha! YVolufius, | 
Thy looks declare ſome meſſage of importance, 
VoLus1vs. 
Tullus, they do—lI was to find thee, Marcius. 
To thee a ſecond deputation comes, 
Thy mother, and thy wife, with a long train 
Of all the nobleſt ladies Rome can boaſt, 
In mourning habits clad, approach our camp, 
Preceded by a herald, to demand 
Another audience of thee, , 
_ Cortos 
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Con iol AN vs. 

| How, 'Yolafeus ! 
Said you, the Reman ladies! Low, indeed, 
Muſt be the ſtate of Rome, when thus her matrohs 
She ſends amidft the tumults of a camp, 
To beg protection for the men, who lie 
Trembling behindtheir ramparts=come! oncemote! 
And ſee me put an end to prayers and treaty ! 


SCENE V. 


TuLLus, VoLUs1Us. 


VoLvsvs, 
Tallus, 'tis well. This anſwers to my wiſhes, 
TuLLus. 
How ? What is well? That humbled Rome once more 
Shall deck him with the trophies of our arms ? 
VoLvs1vs, | 
And hop'ſt thou nothing from this bleſt event? 
They' who have often blaſted mighty heroes, 
Who oft have ftoln into the firmeſt hearts, 
And melted them to folly ; they, my friend, 
Will do what wiſdom never could effect. 
- TvuLLus, - 
Thinkẽ'ſt thou the prayers and tears of wailing womet 


Can ſhake the man, who with ſuch cold diſdain 
2 Stood 


* 
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Stood-firm againſt thoſe venerable conſuls, 

And ſpurn'd the genius of his kneeling . A 
VoLvusws, | / 

It was his pride alone that made him ours. | 

That paſſion kept him firm; the flattering charm 

Of humbling thoſe, who in their perſons bore 

The whole collected majeſty of Rome. 

Theſe women are no proper objects for it: 

He cannot triumph o'er his wife and mother, 

On this my hopes are founded, that theſe women 

May by their gentler influence ſubdue him. 


- *TourLvs. 
Whate'er th? event, he ſhall no longer here, 
As wave his paſſions, dictate peace or war. 
Whether his ſtubborn ſoul maintains its firmneſs, . 
Or yields to female prayers, the Volſcian honour: 
Will be alike betray'd. If Rome prevails, 
He tops our conquering arms from her deſtrutionz . 
If he rejeQs her ſuit, he reigns our tyrant. 
But, by th' immortal gods ! his ſhort-liv'd empire 
Shall never ſee yon radiant ſun deſcend. * 


Votustus. 
Bleſt be thoſe gods that have at laſt inſpir'd thee. 
With reſolution equal to thy cauſe, 
The cauſe o liberty !J— |}; 


Turrvus. 


| Be ſure, ' Volufrus, 
If that ai 0 which thy hopes portend; 
N 


Vol. IV. Should, 
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Should he, by Nature tam'd, diſarm'd by love, 

Reſpite the Roman doom—He ſeals his own: 

By Heaven! he dies. | 
| Vol us iuvs. 

Let me embrace thee; 7 ullu } 
Now breaking from the cloud, which, like the ſun, 
Thy own too bounteous beams haddrawn W 
i TuLLus. | 

You was Jeceiv'd, my friend. When I with cena 
With tameneſs which aſtoniſh'd thy brave ſpirit, 
Seem'd to ſubmit to that unequal ſway 
He arrogated o'er me; know, my heart 
Ne'er ſwell'd ſo high as in that cruel moment. 


My indignation, like th' impriſon'd fire 
Pent in the troubled breaſt of glowing tna, 
Burnt deep and filent : But, collected now, 
It ſhall beneath its fury bury Marcius { 
ITis fixt, Our tyrant dies, 

Vorusius. 

Tullus, my ſword 

Here claims to be employ'd.—Nor mine alone 
There are ſome worthy Volſci ſtill remaining, 
Who think with us, and pine beneath the laurels 
A Roman chief beſtows. 

TuLLvs. 

Go, find them ſtrait, 

And bring tbem to the ſpace before his tent; 
Tis there he will receive this deputation. 


Then 
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Then if he ſinks beneath theſe womens prayers— - 
Or if he does not—But, Yeolufrus, wait, | 
I give thee ſtricteſt charge to wait my ſignal, © _* 
Perhaps I may find means to free the Yol/cz 
Without his blood, If not—we will be free. 


The End of the Fourth , 
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——_— 


— 
—— — 
— — — 


ACT v. SCENE L 


Trumpets ſounding. 


The ſcene diſcovers the camp, a croud of Volſcian 
officers with files of ſoldiers drawn up as. before. 
Enter Coriolanus, Tullus, Galeſus, Voluſius. 
The Roman ladies advance flowly from the depth 
of the age, with Veturia the mother of Corio- 
lanus, and Volumnia his wife at their head, all 

| cad in habits of mourning. Coriolanus fand. 
| at the head of the Volſci, ſurrounded by his 
| liftors ; but, when he perceives his mother and 
wife, after ſome ſiruggle, he advances,. and. goes 
haftily to embrace them, 


_ ContoLanvs advancing. 
13 your faſces, liftors — 
Oh Veturia / 


Thou beſt of parents! 
VETURIA» 


. Coriclanus, ſtop. 
Whom am I to embrace? A ſon, or foe 


r 


Say, 
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Say, in what light am I regarded here? 
Thy mother, or thy captive ? 
Con iolANus. 
| Juſtly, Madam, 
You check my fondneſs, that, by nature hurry'd, 
Forgot I was the general of the Yol/ci, 
And you a deputy from hoſtile R. 
[He goes back to his former flation, 
I hear you with reſpect. wg Re} en 
VgTURIA. ; | 
Think not I come a deputy from Rome. 
Rome, once rejected, ſcorns a ſecond ſuit. 
You have already heard whate'er the tongue 
Of eloquence can plead, whate'er the wiſdom. 
Of ſacred age, the dignity of ſenates, | 
And virtue, can enforce, Behold me here, ' 
Sent by the ſhades of your immortal ſathers, _ , 
Sent by the genius of the Marcian line, 
Commiſſion'd by my own maternal heart, 
To try the ſoft, yet ſtronger powers of Nature, 
Thus authoriz'd, I aſk, nay, claim a peace, 
On equal, fair, and honourable terms, 
To thee, to Rome, and to the Volſcian people. 
Grant it, my ſon ! Thy mother begs it of thee, 
Thy wife, the beſt, the kindeſt of her ſex, 
And theſe illuſtrious matrons, who have ſooth'd 
The gloomy hours thou baſt been abſent from us. 
We, by whate'er is great and good in nature, 
By every duty, by the gods, conjure thee ! 
N 3 To 
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To grant us peace, and turn on other foes 
Thy arms, where thou may'ſt purchaſe virtuous glory, 


Cox lol Avus. 


T ſhould, Veturia, break thoſe holy bonds 

That hold the wide republic of mankind, 

Society, together ; I ſhould grow, 

A wretch, unworthy to be call'd thy fon ; 

I ſhould, with my Yolumnia's fair eſteem, 

Forfeit her love; theſe matrons would deſpiſe me 
Could I betray the Volſcian cauſe, thus truſted, 
Thus recommended to me—No, my mother, 

You cannot ſure, you cannot aſk. it of me 

'VeETURIA. 

And does my ſon ſo little know me? me! 

Who took ſuch care to form his tender years, 

Left to my conduct by his dying father ? 
Have I ſo ill deſerv'd that truſt ? alas! 

Am I fo low in thy eſteem, that thou 

Should e'er imagine I could urge a part 
Which in the leaſt might ſtain the Marcias honour? 
No, let me periſh rather! periſh all! 

Life has no charms compar'd with ſpotleſs glory ! 

1 only aſk, thou would'ſt forbid thy troops 

To waſte our lands, and to aſſault yon city, 

Till time be given for mild and righteous meaſures. 
Grant us but one year's truce: mean while thou may it 
With honour and advantage to both nations, 
Between us mediate a perpetual peace, 


£09810- 
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| ComtoLanus, 
Alas! my mother! that were granting all. 
| VeTuRi1a. 
Canſt thou refuſe me ſuch a juſt petition, 
The firſt requeſt thy mother ever made thee ? 
Canſt thou to her intreaties, prayers, and tears, 
Prefer a ſavage, obſlinate revenge; 
Have love and nature loſt all power within thee ? 
h Cokiol AN us. 
No, —in my heart they reign as ſtrong as ever. 
Come, I conjure you, quit ungrateful Rome, 
Come, and complete my happineſs at Autium, 
You, and my dear Yo/umnia—T here, Veturia, 
There ſhall you ſee with what reſpect the Volſci 
Will treat the wife and mother of their general, 
VETURIA. 

Treat me thyſelf with more reſpe&, my ſon; 
Nor dare to ſhock my ears with ſuch propoſals, 
Shall I deſert my country, I who come 
To plead her cauſe? Ah no! A grave in Rome 
Would better pleaſe me, than a throne at Antinm, 
How haſt thou thus forſaken all my precepts ? 
How haſt thou thus forgot thy love to Rome ? 

O Coriolanus, when with hoſtile arms, | 
With fire and ſword, you enter'd on our borders, 
Did not the foſtering air, that breathes around us, 

Allsy thy guilty fury, and inftil _ 
A certain native ſweetneſs thro' thy ſoul ? 
Did not your heart thus murmur to utfelf? 
N 5 | N44 *Theſe 


„ 
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% Theſe walls contain whatever can command 
© Reſpe& from virtue, or is dear to nature, 
«© The monuments of piety and valour, 

The ſculptur'd forms, the trophies of my Athers, 
w My houſhold gods, my mother, wife and children!” 
CORIOLANUS, 

Ah! you ſeduce me with too tender views !— 
'Theſe walls contain the moſt corrupt of men, 
A baſe ſeditious herd; who trample order, 
Diſtinction, juſtice, laws, beneath their feet, 
Inſolent foes to worth, the foes of virtue! 

VeTuRr ia. 
Thou haſt not thence a right to lift thy 134 
Againſt the whole community, which fdrms 
Thy ever- ſacred country That conſiſts 8 
Not of coeval citizens alone: 
It knows no bounds: it has a retroſpect 
To ages paſt; it looks on thoſe to come: 
And graſps of all the general worth and n 
Suppoſe, my ſon, that I to thee had been 
A harſh obdurate parent, even unjuſt; 
How would the monſtrous thought with borror ſtrike 

thee, £1 
Of plunging, from revenge, thy raging ſteel 
Into her breaſt, who nurs'd thy infant years 1 | 
. ConrtoLanvs. 

Rome is no more! that Rome which nurs'd my aſl 
That Rome, conducted by Patrician virtue, s 
She is no more ! My ſword ſhall now chaſtiſe 


Theſe ſons of pride and dirt! Her upſtart 9 
W 
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Who have debas'd the nobleſt ſtate on earth 

Into a ſordid democratic faction. 

Why will my mother join her cauſe to theirs ? 
VETURIA® 

Forbid it, Jove / that I ſhould e'er diftinguiſh 

My intereſt from the general cauſe of Rome; 

Or live to ſee a foreign hoſtile arm 

Reform th' abuſes of our land of freedom. 


[Paxfong, 


But *tis in vain, I find, to reaſon more. 
Is there no way to reach thy. filial heart, 
Once fam'd as much for piety as courage? 
Oft haſt thou juſtly triumph'd, Corielanus ; 
Now yield one triumph to thy widow'd mother 
And ſend me back amidſt the loud acclaims, 
The grateful tranſports of deliver'd Rome, 
The happieſt far, the moſt renown'd of women ! 
CorioLAnus. 
Why, why, Veturia, wilt thou plead in vain? 
Turrus, afide to Vol usrus. 

Lee, ſee, Yolufius, how the ſtrong emotions 
Of powerful nature ſhake his inmoſt ſoul ! 
See how they tear him.—If he long refiſts them, 
He is a god, or ſomething worſe than man. 

VETURIA. 

O Marcins, Marcius / canſt thou treat me thus? | 
Canſt thou complain of Rome's ingratitude, 
Yet be to me ſo cruelly unzrateful ? 
To me! who anxious rear'd thy youth to glory ? 

N 5 Whoſe 
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Whoſe only joy, theſe many years, has been, 

'To boaſt that Coriolanus was my ſon ? 

And doſt thou then renounce me for thy mother? 
Spurn me before theſe chiefs, before thoſe ſoldiers, 
That weep thy ſtubborn cruelty? Art thou 

The hardeſt man to me in this aſſembly ? 


Look at me ! Speak ! 


[ Paufing, during neakics he appears in 
great agitation, 


oP Still doſt thou turn away? 
Tnexorable ? ſilent?— Then, behold me, 
Behold thy mother, at whoſe feet thou oſt 
Haſt kneel'd with fondneſs, kneeling now at thine, 
* Wetting thy. ſtern tribunal with her tears. 
CoR1OLANUS. [ Rai/es her. 
Veturia, riſe, I cannot ſee thee thus, 
It is a fight uncomely, to behold 
My mother at my feet, and that to urge 
A ſuit, relentleſs honour muſt refuſe, 
VoLuUMNIA. | [Advancing, 
Since, Coriolanus, thou doſt till retain, | 
In ſpite of all thy mother now has pleaded, 
Thy dreadful purpoſe, ah! how much in vain 
Were it for me to join my ſupplications ! 
The voice of thy Yo/umnia, once ſo pleaſing ; 
How ſhall it hope to touch the huſband's heart, 
When proof againſt the tears of ſuch a parent ? 
I dare not urge what to thy mother thou 
So firmly haſt deny d. But l muſt weep —— 
£1 Muſt 
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Muſt weep, if not thy harſh ſeverity, 
At leaſt thy ſituation. O permit me 
» [Taking his hand, 
To ſhed my guſhing tears upon thy hand ! 
To preſs it with the cordial lips of love 
And take my laſt farewel ! 
Corlioranus, 

Yet, yet, my ſoul, 

Be firm, and perſeyere—— 
VoLumMNIa, 
Ah Coriolanus ! 

Is then this hand, this hand to me devoted, 
The pledge of nuptial love, that has ſo long 
Protected, bleſs'd, and ſhelter d us with kindneſs, 
Now lifted up againſt us? Yet I love it, 
And, with ſubmiſſive veneration, bow 
Beneath th' affliction which it heaps upon us. 
But O! what nobler tranſports would it give thee ! 
What joy beyond expreflion ! couldſt thou once 
Surmount the farious ſtorm of fierce revenge, 
And yield thee to the charms of love and mercy, 
Oh make the glorious trial ! 


Con lol Ax us. 
Mother! wife! 
Are all the powers of Nature leagu'd againſt me? 
I * will not — Leave me, my Yolumnia / 
VoLUMNIA. 
Well, I obey—How bitter thus to part ! 
Upon ſuch terms to part! perhaps for ever 
N 6 But 
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But tell me, ere I hence unroot my feet, 

When to my lonely home I ſhall return, 

What from their father, to our little ſlaves, 
Unconſcious of the ſhame to ** you doom them, 


What ſhall I ſay? 
[Payfing : He bighly agitated. 
Nay, tell me, Corio/anxs / 
CoRI9LANUS. 

Tell thee! What ſhall | tell thee ? See theſe tears 
Theſe tears will tell thee what exceeds the power 
Of words to {peak, whate'er the fon, the huſband, 
And father, in one complicated pang, | 
Can feel But leave me ;—even in pity leave! 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, to torture me, my dear Yolumdie ! 
You only tear my heart; but cannot ſhake it; 
For by th' immortal gods, the dread avengers 


Of broken fait 
VoLuMNIA. [Xnetling. 
Oh ſwear not, . a 
O vow not our deſtruction! 
VeTUuRIA. 
Daughter, riſe. - 


Let us no more before the Yolſcian people 

Expoſe ourſelves a ſpectacle of ſhame, 

It is in vain we try to melt a breaſt, 

That to the beſt affections Nature gives us, 

Prefers the worſt Hear me, proud man !. I have 

A heart as ſtout as thine, I came not kither, 
Jo be ſent back rejected, baffled, ſham'd, 


Hateful 
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Hateful to Rome, becauſe I am thy mother: 
A Roman matron knows, in ſuch extremes, 
What part to take—And thus | came provided, 

[Drawing from under her robe a dagger, 
Go! barbarous fon! go! double parricide! _\ 
Ruſh o'er my corſe to thy belov'd revenge 
Tread on the bleeding breaſt of her, to whom 
Thos ow'ſt thy life !—Lo, thy firſt victim 

CoRIlOLANUS, 
Ha! [Seizing ber hand, 
What doſt thou mean? | 
Vervnia, 
To die, while Rome is free, 
To ſeine the moment ere thou art her tyrant. 
CoRiOLAaNxts, 
O uſe thy power more Juſtly ! Set not thus 
My treacherous heart iu arms againſt my reaſon, 
Here! here! thy dagger will be well employ'd ; 
Strike here! and reconcile my fighting duties. 
VervRrIA. 
off set me free! —Thiak ſt thou that graſp, which 
binds 
My feeble hand, can fetter too-my will ? 
No, my proud ſon! I hou canſt not make me live, 
If Rome muſt fall !—No'power on earth can ack 
Cos ot AN us. 

Pity me, generous Volſti . Vou are men— 
Muſt it then be? - Confuſion - Do I yield ? 
What is it ? ls it weakneſs? Is it virtue? — 
Well !— 


VETVURIA. 
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| VeTURIA. 
What ? Speak! 
CorIOLANUS. 
O, no !—my ſtifled words refuſe 
A paſſage to the throes that wring my heart. 
VETVRIA. 
Nay, if thou yieldeſt, yield like canli. 
And what thou do'ſt, do nobly ! 
CortoLanus. [Quitting ber hand, 
There |—'Tis done 
Thine i is the triumph, Nature 
[To VeTUR1A i a low tone of voice. 
Ah Veturia ! 
Rome by thy aid is ſav d but thy ſon loſt. 
VIrVuRIA. 
He never can be loſt, who ſaves his country. 
CosiolAN us. [Turning to the Roman Ladies, 
Ye matrons, guardians of the Roman ſafety, 
You to the ſenate may report this anſwer. 
We grant the truce you aſk, But on theſe terms : 
That Rome, mean-time ſhall to a peace agree, 
Fair, equal, juſt, and ſuch as may ſecure 
The ſafety, rights, and honour of the Yol/ti, 
[To the troops. 
Yolſci, we raiſe the ſiege. Go, and prepare, 
By the firſt dawn, for your return to An/ium. 
[As the troops retire, and Coriolanus turns 
to the Roman Ladies ; 
TuLtus. [To Voluſius afide. 
'Tis a as we wiſh'd, Volyfiur—To your ſtation, 


Put 


CORIOLANUS. 279 


But mark me well —Till thou ſhalt hear my call, 
I charge thee not to ſtir, One offer more 

My honour bids me make to this proud man, 
Before we ſtrike the blow If he rejects it, 


His blood be on his head. 
Volusius. 
Well! I obey you. 
[He goes out. 
CorlOLANUS., 


Be it thy care, Galgſus, that a ſafeguard 
Attend theſe noble matrons back to Rome. 


—_ — 


SCENE ll. 


CorloLANUs, TULLUS, 


'CoRlOLANUS. 
T plainly, Tul{us, by your looks diſcern 
You diſapprove my conduct. 


TuLLvus., 

Caius Marcius, 
I mean not to aſſail thee with the clamour 
Of loud reproaches, and the war of words; 
But, pride apart, and all that can pervert | 
The light of ſteady reaſon, here to make 
A candid fair propoſal. 
6 4 
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; Corrolanus. 
Speak. ] hear thee, 
TuLLus, 
I need not tell thee, that I have perform'd 
My utmoſt promiſe. Thou haſt been protected; 
Haſt had thy ampleſt, moſt ambitious wiſh; 
Thy wounded pride 1s heal'd, thy dear revenge 
Completely ſated; and, to crown thy fortune, 
At the ſame time, thy peace with Rome reſtor d. 
Thou art no more a Volſcian, but a Roman, 
Return, return; thy duty calls upon thee, 
Still to protect the city thou haſt ſav d: 
It ſtill may be in danger from our arms. 
Cox ol AN us. 
laſolent man. Is this thy fair propoſal ? 


TurLLvus, 

Be patient Hear me ſpeak—l have already 
From Rome protected thee ; now from the Yolſci, 
From their juſt vengeance, I will ſtill protect thee. 
Retire, I will take care thou may'ſ with ſafety, 

Cox lol AN us. 
With ſafety !--Heav'ns!-- And think'ſt thou, Coriclanus 
Will ſtoop to thee for ſafety ? No! my ſafeguard 
Is in myſelf, a boſom void of blame, 
And the great gods, protectors of the juſt, — 
O 'tis an act of cowardice and baſeneſs, - 
To ſeize the very time my hands were fetter'd, 
By the ftrong chain of former obligations, 
Ihe ſafe ſure moment to inſult me—Gods ! 


Were 
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Were I now free, as on that day I was, » 
When at Coriali | tam'd thy pride, | | 
'This had not been, | 
W r Tottrus. g 7 
Thou ſpeakꝰ'ſt the truth: It had not. 
O for that time again! Propitious gods, 
If you will blefs me, grant it — Know, for that, 
For that dear putpoſe, I have now propos'd 
Thou ſhould'ſt return. I pray thee, Marciut, do it! 
And we ſhall meet again on nobler terms, 
:CoR10LANUS. 
When to the Volſci I have clear'd my faith, 
Doubt not I ſhall ind means to meet thee hobly. 
We then our generous quarrel may detide 
In the bright front of ſome embattled field,  _ 
And not in private brawls, like fierce barbarians. ® 
""TovLLUs. ” m7 C 
Thou can not hope acquittal from the No. 
RE ConroLanus 
I do 1 Nay more, expect their approbation, + 
Their thanks ! I will obtain them ſuch a peace 
As thou durſt never ak; a perfeft union 
Of thei? whole nation with imperial Rome 
In all her privileges, all her rights. | 
By the juſt gods, I will! What would'ſt thou more? 
TurLvs, - | | 
What would I more! Proud Reman; This I would; 
Fire the curs'd foreft where theſe Reman wolves 
Haunt nnn neighbours round them; 


Extirpate 


* 


* 


ö 
i 
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Extirpate from the boſom of this land, 

A falſe perfidious people, who, beneath 

The maſk of freedom, are a combination 
Againſt the liberty of human-kind, . 
The genuine ſeed of outlaws and of robbers. 
| . Cor tOLANUS, | 
"The ſeed of gods ' Tis not for-thee, vain boaſter? 
Tis not for ſuch as thou, ſo often ſpar'd 

By her victorious ſword, tortalk of Rome, 


But with reſpect and awful veneration. 


Whate'er her blots, whate'er her giddy factions, 
There is more virtue in one ſingle year 
Of Roman ſtory, than your Volſcian annals 


Can. boaſt thro'.all your creeping dark duration! 


Tv LLUs, | | 
I thank thy rage. This full diſplays the traitor, / 
CORIOLANUS., 
Ha! traitor! 
"TvuLLus. 


Firſt, to thy own country, traiter ! 
And traitor, now, to mine! | 
Con ioA NS. 
Ve heavenly Powers l 
T ſhall break looſe—My rage But let us part 
Leſt my raſh hand ſhould do a haſty deed 


My cooler thought forbids, 


TuLLUs, 
ir 
To head the Roman troops. I grant thee quittanee 
| Full 
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Full and complete of all thoſe obligations 1 | | 
| 


Thou haſt ſo oft ĩnſultingly complain d 
Fetter d thy hands. They now are free. I court 
The worſt thy ſword can do; whilſt thou from me 
Haſt nothing to expect, but ſure deſtruction. 
Quit then this hoſtile camp. Once more I tell thee, 
Thou art not here one ſingle haus in ſafety, 
\CORIGQLANUS. | 
Think'| thou to fright me hence? & 
Turrus. | 
Thou wilt not then? 
Thou wilt not take the ſafety which I offer? 
CorloLAnUs, 
Till I have clear'd my honour in your council, 
And prov'd before them all, to-thy confuſion, 
The falſhood of thy charge; as ſoon in battle 
'T would before thee fly, and howl for mercy, 
As quit the ſtatian they have here aſſign'd me, 
Tuorrus. 


la. Hoa 


ä — 


SCENE 1, 
Z them'VoLusvs, and Gonſpirators, with their 
 funrds drawn, 

TuLLvus. 


— and 60 the traitor ! 
Cosa - 


184 CORIOLANUS. 
Conor Avus. 
̃ [Laying bis hand upon hit ford, 
Who dares approach me, dies! + 
VoLusvs, 
5 Die thou 
[A, Coriolanus draws his faword, Vo- 
luſius and the Confpirators ruſh upon 
and fab bim. Tullus fanding by 
evithout having drawn his JO” 
CokiolANus. 
[ Endeaveuring to free — 
Off Villains! 
[ Falling. 
O murdering ſlaves ! Aſſaſſinating cowards ! ¶ Dic. 


. 
* d 
. * + 
_— ————— * "0 n - —_—— . 4 * 
p - 
o 
. 1 . 


SCENE Iv, 


{Upon the noiſe of the tumult, enter haſtily to them 
GALESU8, the other deputies of the Volſcian 


States, Officers, friends of Coriolanus, and 
TiTvus with a large band of ſoldiers. 


GaLlBsUs, 


** b [fs he enters. 


Are we a nation rul'd by laws, or fury ? 
How! whence this tumult ? [Paufrng. 
8 Gods! what do I ſee? 
The noble Marcius ſlain 
TuLLUs. 
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To rrus. 
You ſee a traitor 
Puniſh'd as he deſerv'd, the Nomas yoke 
That thrall'd us broken, and the Fol/ci free! 
GaLz8Us, 
Hear me, great Jove / Hear, all you injur d "IS 
Of friendſhip, hoſpitality, and faith ! 
By that heroic blood, which from the ground 
Reeking to you for vengeance cries, I ſwear! 
Fhis impious breach of your eternal laws, 
This daring outrage on the Yo//cian honour, 
Shall find in me a rigorous avenger! 
On the ſame earth, polluted by their crime, 
I will not live with theſe unpuniſh'd ruffians ! 
Turrus. | | 
This deed-is mine: I claim it all Theſe men, 
Theſe valiant men, were but my infiruments, 
To puniſh him who to our face betray'd us. 
We ſhall not fear to anſwer to the Yol/ci, 
In a full council of the ſtates at Antium, 
The glorious charge of having ſtabb'd their traitor! 
GaALESUS, | 
Titus, till then ſecure them. 
[Tullus and Conſpirators are hd of. 
[Galeſus, fanding over the body of Coriolanus, 
after a ſhort pauſe, proceeds. | ; 
| Folſcian fathers, 
And ye, brave ſoldiers, ſee an awful ſcene, 
Demanding 


* 
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Demanding ſerious ſolemn meditation. 

This man was once the glory of his age, 
Diſintereſted, juſt, with every virtue 

Of civil life adorn'd, in arms unequal'd. 

His only blot was this; that, much provok'd,. 
He rais'd his vengeful arm againſt his country. 


And, lo! the righteous gods have now chaſtis'd him, 


Even by the hands of thoſe for whom he fought, 


Whatever private views and paſſions plead, 
No cauſe can juſtify ſo black-a deed : 
Theſe, when the angry tempeſt clouds the ſou],. 
May darken reaſon, and her courſe controul ; : 
But when the proſpect clears, her ſtartled eye 
Muſt from the treacherous gulph with horror fly, 
On whoſe wild wave, by ſtormy paſſions toſt, 
So many hapleſs wretches have been loſt. 
Then be this truth the ſtar by which we ſteer, 
Above ourſelves our CounTaY ſhould be dear, 


The End of the Fifth Aa. 
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Spoken by Mrs.. W or pi „row. 


IJ © LL ! Gentlemen ! and are you flill fo vain 
To treat our ſex with arrogant diſdain ;. 


* 


And think, to you alone by partial Heaven, 
Superior ſenſe. and ſovereign power are given; 
When in the flory told to-night, you find, 

With what a boundleſs ſeway we rule the mind, 
And, Ly a few ſoft words of ours, with aaſe, 
Can turn the proudeſt hearts juſt where we pleaſe ? 
Tf an old mother had ſuch powerful charms, 

To ftp a flubborn Roman's conquering arms, 
Soldiers and frate/men of theſe days, with you 
What think you would a fair young miftre/s da 
F with my grave diſcourſe, and wrinkled face, 

1 thus could bring a hero to diſgrace, 

How abſoluteſy may J hope to reign, 

Now I am turn'd to my own ſhape again! 
However, I will i my empire well ; 

Hud, if I have a certain magic /pell 


„ 
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Or in my tongue, or wit, or ſhape, or eyes, 
Which can Jubdue the flrong, and fool the wiſh, 

"Be not alarm d: I will not interfere 

In flate affairs, mor undertake to fleer 

The helm of government,— as wwe are told © f 

Theſe female politicians did of old : 

Such dangerous heights | never wiſh'd | 10 l 
Thank Heaven 1 better can employ my tin. 

Aft you to what my power I all apply, ?; _ 

To make my ſubjecbi bleft, it my reply. © „ 
My purpoſes are gracious all, and hind. 
Some may be told—and ſome may be divin'd + 
One, which at preſent I have moſt at beart, . 
To you without reſerve I will impart: 

It is my ſovereign will, — Hear, and obey, 
' That you. with candour treat this Orphan Play. 


- 
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